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\ Advertifement^ 


THE Writer of thcfc Ballads, by 
way of Ereface^ begs leave to 
introduce a Fragment^ which he happily 
met with among the MSS preferved in 
that ineftimable ceoeptacle of Curioiities 
at Chelfea^ well known to the Literati 
of all Nations, under the deoomination 
of Don Saltero's Coffee-House. 

This Fragment indeed bears no 
marks of Antiquity ; yet the origin as 
well as progrefs of Music and Poetrv 
is here traced with uncommon perfpi- 
cuity ; and it is greatly to be lamented 
that the Author himfelf could not be 
confulted, for putting the finifliing hand 
to ib arduous and elaborate an under- 
taking. 
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THE 


HI ST O R Y 


O F 


Choice Spirits, 

AND 

BALLAD SINGING. 

JUBAL, or Tubal Cain, was 
the firft compofer of Tunes ; his 
Lyre preceded Orion Sy Ampbions^ and 
even the Harp of Orpheus. 

Orion, when making his voyage 
upon the Dolphin's back, invented 
Water Mufic. 

Amphion Introduced Cotillons as well 
as Country Dancing. 

Orpheus, to pleafe his Eurydice^ 

exhibited the firft Harmonic Meeting. 

• » 

And 


( V V 

And on the mountain Gibelloy Circe 

held her firfi Court for CoMus. The 
Magazines of the Ancients, thofe moft 
uieful repofitories of ready-made erudi- 
tion tell us, that Bacchus inftituted a 
Club at this very period, called the Bacca 
or Bacchantes^ and which are now called 
the Bucks ; as it appears, not only by 
Nimrod's ancient charter depoiited in 
the Archives of the Babylonian Lodge 
in the environs of Soboy but alfo by the 
authenticated Records belonging to the 
Pewter Flatter in BiJhopfgaterPrecinSl. 

And to tbefe two Bodies of that Noble 
and Ancient Order, the following En- 
graving of, the famous Goblet, or Cup 
ufed by the Grand Buck at Rome^ 
when be celebrated the Secular GameSy is 
here addrciTcd, with its original Infcrip- 
tion, and a Tranflation, for the mutual 
entertainment of thofe diftindl: Claflcs 
of Criticsy the Learned and Un«» 
LEARNED, who alternately take the 
lead in all Converfations. 
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POCULUM POCULORUMj. 

Or, The CUP of CUJS. 


BENE VOBI8, 

BENE MIHI, 

BENS AMIC£ MSX, 

BENE OMNIBUS NOBISi 

BENE CUI NOH INVIDET MIHI, . 

ET EO CUI NOSTKO CAUDEO GAUDET;. 

THUS TRANSLATED: 
HERE'. TO TPEE, ' 
. HERE'. TO MB, 
01* OUS ASSBNT raiENDS WE'lL TMNK, 
TO eUit NOBLE SELVES WE'LL PftlNCi 
THEN TO HtM, FROM ENVY FREE, 
WHO LOVES FUN MKE YOU ANP ME. 


p 


( vii ) 

The reafon for introducing tSodSjintigta 
unto the Reader's acquaintance is, ac- 
cording to the modern cuftom of Book- 
nfeking, to flicw the Authors Erudi- 
tion ; which is ftill farther difplayed 
in the foUowing actoant of Choice 
Spirits, 

After Circe* s elopement with XJlyJJes^ 
they became wanderers upon the Face 
of the Earth, and like Jews^ and Strol-- 
tng-playersy continue Itinerants even unto 
this day} they have neverthelefs mul- 
tiplied exceedingly, propagating their 
Convivialities. into the different Orders 
of Grigs, Greos, and Grsoorians { 
—-Antioaz.lican$|.Fres Masons, and 
Macaroni { — Sons of Sound Sense 
and Satisfaction J — Sons of Kit, 
and Old Soulsj— True Blues, PtiR- 
PLES, and Albions}— -The Beef 
Steak, Jockey, and Catch Clubs } J 

•—The Magdalens, and Lumber 
Troop, with many others i aU which 
acknowledge the Affinity they bear to 
thfir psrternal Society, by celebrating 
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their Evening Myfterics with a Song 
and a Sentiment. 

The Choice Spirits have. ever been 
famous for their Talents as Mufical 
Artifts. They ufually met at the har- 
veft-homes of Grape-gathering : There 
cxhilerated by the preffings of the Vin- 
tage, they were wont to fing Songs, tell 
Stories, and (hew Tricks, from their 
firft emerging, until their Perihelion 
under the Prefidentfhip of Mr. George 
Alexander Stevens, Ballad^Laureat 
to the Society of Choice Spirits, and 
who appeared at Ranelagh io the Cha* 
ra<fter of CoMtjs, fupportcd by thofe 
Droles of merry Memory. 

Unparalleled were their performances, 
zsjirft Fijis upon the Salt-Box, and 
inimitable the variations they would 
twang upon the forte and piano Jews- 
Harp. Excellent was Howard in the 
Chin Concerto; whofe Nofe aMb 
fupplied , the melodious Tones of the 
Bagpipe. — —Upon the Sticcado 

Matt. 


( ix ) 

Matt. Skeggs^ remains itill unrivalled.— 
And we cannot now boaft of one rqal 
Genius upon the gequine Hurdy 

GURDY. 

Alas ! theie Stars are all extinguifhed ; 
atKl the reoiains of ancient Britifh Har« 
inony is now confined to the manly 
Mufic of Marrow-Bones and 
Cleavers. 

Every thing muft fink into Obli- 
vion 5 — " Corn now grows where Troy 
Town^ood" — Ranelagh may be meta* 
morphofcd into a Metbodijl's Meetings 
Uoufe! Faux ^ Hal/ cut into Skittk'* 
Alleys! the two Theatres converted 
into AuSiion ^ Rooms y and the New 
Pantheon become the ftatcly Habitation 
of fomc Jew Pawn-Broker : — Nay, the 
Sons of Liberty themfclves * ♦ ♦ 

Catera defunt. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Through gloon^ Groves along ike Lawn^ 

Or by the ftill Brook's Jide, 
When the Day's /able Jhrowd is drawt. 

Then Ghojts are /aid to glide* 


The paly Moon/hme^s /lv*ry gkams 
Seem dancing down the glade. 

Mingling 'tnidji Jhadeuy /orms it*s ieamsp 
Which /care the trembling Maid* 

The Traveller 6ft is apt to fie. 
Through twilight's dujky veil, 

A Giant in each Hedge^row Tree, 
Wliile Phantoms fU the Dale* 

So rambling Readers may condemn 
This Book of medley Rhimes, 

Who/e Errors will appear to them 
A lift of Giant Crima* 
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Already mark i*^ Sit Cynic /cowls. 
Rage torinkU on his 6row, 

To fee, Jhamc/ tzuo am'rous Owls, 
InftinHive on yon Bough. 


With outfpreadt hands, and upcafi eyes. 
As Bigots tell their Tories, 

Th^ o^er-zealous Corkmentator cries, 
O Temporal O Mores! 

But why JHouM Critics carp at Songs f 

Or Clqfflc' Scales apply? 
To them alone this freight belongs., 

Who^d rather laugh than cry. 

For neither Pedant nor for Prude, 

Thefe Sonnets took their birth 2 
But are diffCd up, as pleafant Food, 
For Sons of Social Mirth. 
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S Q N G S, 

COMIC and SATYRICAU 


SONG I. 
The VICAR and MOSES^ 

To it's ozm Tunc* 

THERE was once,— -it is faid. 
When, — 'tis oat of my head ; — 
A/e, and where too — yet true is my Tale ; 
That a rounfJ-bcUy'd Vicar 
Bepimpled with liquor. 
Could (lick to no Text like good Ale. 

Tol dt rcl, lol (Urol lol, Sic. 

ii; 

He one night *gan to dofc. 

For, under the rofc, 
The Prieft was that night non ft ipfi ; 

^on ft ipfiy yoti'll fay. 

What is that to the Lay ? — 
In plain Englifh then, Parfon was tipfey^ 
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III. 

When the Clerk coming in. 
With his band-bobbing chin# 

As folemn and fniv'ling as may be. 
The Vicar he gap'd. 
His Clerk hem'd and fcrap'd, 

.Saying, — Pleafe, Sir, to bury a Baby. 

IV. 


,-«• a- «-• 


Now our Author fuppofes 

The Clerk's name was Mo/esy 
Who look*d at his Mailer fo rofy ; 

He bliak'd with one eye. 

And with wig all awry. 
He hiccup 'd out, — How cheers it, Mozy ? 

V. 

A Child, Sir, is carry *d. 

For you to be bury'd ; — 
Bury me, Mojesy — no that won't do« -^ 

Lord, Sir, fays the Clerk, 

You are all in the dark, 
'TTs a Child to be bury'd, not you. 

VI. 

» 

Well, Mojkiy don't hurry, — 

The Infant we'll bury ; — 
But, Mailer, the Corpfe cannot ftay : <-« 

What — can't it — but why ? 

For once then we'll try 
If a Corpfe^ Mq/cs, can run away. 
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vn. 

Bit Uofts replyM, 

The pariih will chide. 
For keeping them out in cold weather : 

Then, Mozy^ qooth he. 

Pray tell 'em frcMn me, 
ril bury them warm, ^ together. . 

VIII. 

Bat, Sir, it rms hard. 

Pray have Ibme regard ; -— 
Regard, Mofcs^ that makes me ftay ! 

For no Corpfe, yoong or old. 

In the rain can catch cold. 
But, Mofcs^ faith yoa or I. may. 

IX. 

Mofes begg'd to be gone. 

Saying, Sir, the rain's done ; 
Pleafe to rife, and I'll lend you my hand ; — *> 

'Tis hard, quoth the Vicar, 

To leave thus my liquor. 
And go, — when I'm fore I can't ftand. 

X. 

At length, though' fore troubled. 

To Church-yard he hobbled 
Lamenting the length of the way ; 

For, Mops^ quoth he. 

Were I Bifhop, d'ye fee, 
i neither need walk, preach, nor pray. 
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When he came to^hc grave. 

Says' he, Mofts^ — a Stave ; — 
Lord, Where's my Tobacco-box hid ? 

I proteft this fail walking 

Prevents me fix>m talking ; 
So, Mojts^ pray give me a quid. 

xn. 

Then he opened his Book, 

And therein feem'd to look, 
Whilft o'er the page only he fquinted; 

Crying^ Mofes, I'm vex'd. 

For I can't fee the Text, 
The Book is fo damnably printed* 

XIIL 

Woman of a man bora — 
No — that's wrong — the leaf's torn ; — 
Upon Woman the natural fwell is ; 

Were Men got with Child 

The world would rmi wild, 

yoo and I, Uojts^ might have big bellies* 

XIV. 

Our guts would be prefs'd hard 

Were we got with Ballard ; 
How wonderful are our fuppofes ; — 

What Midwife could do it? 

He'd be hardly put to it, 
JrfOrd blefs us, to lay me and Uofts* 
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XV. 

Sb, Mofa^ come forth, 

Pat the Child into earth» 
And duft to duft» dofl it away ; 

For, MofeSf I truft. 

We ihoald fbon turn to duft 
If we were not to moiften our clay. 

XVI. 

Mofcsy — mind what I fay ; ^— 

VS^hen 'tis ni^t 'tis not day ; — 
Now in former times Saints could work Miracles^ 

And raife from the Dead, •— 

There's no more to be faid. 
For, Mo/es, I've dropp'd down my fpe&aclet# 

xvn. 

Mo/is 9 — hear what I fay, -« 

Life's, alas I but a day> — . 
Nay, fometimes 'tis over at noon $— 

Man is but a flower. 

Cut down in an hour, 
^is ftrong Ale, Mofes, does it fo (bon. 

xvni. 

So one pot, and then ; ^^ 

Mofcs znfweredf Amen!-« 
And thus far we've carry'd the Farce on i 

Tis the Vice of the Timet 

To relifh thoie rhymes 
Where the Ridicide runs on a Farfon. 
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XIX. 
* But Satyr detefb 
Immorality's Jells, 
All prophane or imihodefl expreiSon ; 
So now we'll conclude. 
And drinl; as we fhou'd. 
To the good Folks of ev'ry Profcffion. 

Tol de rol^ lol derol lot, &c» 


SONG II. 

ORIGIN of ENGLISH LIBERTY. 

Tt it't emit Tune, 

Once the Gods o£ the Greeks, at an^rofial ieaft^ 
Large bowls of rich nedlar were quaffing, 

Merry Momus among thenk appeared as a gueil, 
Homer fays die Celeflial» lov'd laughing. 

. IL 

This happened More Chaos v^ai fix'd into f<yrm. 

While Nature dHbiderly lay ; 
While elements adverfe engender'd the fiorm^ 

And uproar embroS^d die loud fray^ 
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III. 
On ev'ry Olyaifiic the HumoDrift droll'd. 

Hence none cou'd hia jokes difapprove ; 
He faog, repartee'd, many iage ftories told. 

And «t length thus addrefs'd father JovtT 

IV. 
Sire,*— Mark how yon Matter is heaving below. 

Were it fettled 'twoo'd plea(e all your Coart ; 
'Tis not wifdom to let it lie ufelefs, ydo know ; 

Pmy people it juft for our Q>ort. 

V. 
Jovt nodded afTent, all Olympns bow'd dowli. 

At his Fiat Creation took birth ; . 
The cload-oiantled Deity fmil'd on hit throne^ 

And announced the produMon wi» Barth* 

VI. 

To honour their Sovereign each God gave a boon i 

ApoUo afforded it Light; 
The Goddefs of Child-bed ^fsrefented a Moon» 

To filver the ftadow of Night. 

VIL 

The Qaeen of Soft-wifliesj foul Vulcan's Air bride» 
Leering willful on her Man of War, 

Took pity on Beings who wanted a guide. 
So fhe fparkled the m9rt> and eve Star* 

VIIL 

From her cloudy tfll in -fpirits, the Goddefs op fprusg^ 

In ellipfis each Planet advanced ; 
The Tune of the Spheres the Nine Sifters fung^ 

As fiooad Terra Nova they danc'd.. 
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IX. 

E'en Jove himfelf coa'd not inienfible fhuul» 

Bid Saturn his girdle fail bind, ; 

The Expoonder of Fate grafp'd the globe in his han j. 
And laugh'd at thofe Mites call'd Mankind* 

X. 

From the hand of great Jovt into Space it was huxl'd^ 
He was charm'd with the roll of the ball. 

Bid his daughter AttraBion take charge of the World, 
And ihe hung it np high in his hall. 

XL 

Mifs pleaaf'd with the prefent, reviewed the globe roond^ 
Saw with rapture hills, vallies, and plains ; 

The felf-ba)anc'd «rb in an atmofphere botiUdy 
Prolific by funsj dews, and- rains. 

XII. 

With filver, gold^ jewels, ihe India endowM, 

France and Spain fhe taoght vineyards to rear. 

What was fit for each clime on each clime ihe befiow*d« 
And Freedom fiie found flourifli'd here. 

XIII. 

That bluc-cy'd celeftial, Minerva the wift, 

Ineffably Cnil'd on the fpot; 
My dear, fays plum'd PaUaSf your laft g^ft I prizcj 

But, excufeme, one thing is forgot. 

XIV. 
Licentioufnefs Freedom's de(iru£Uon may bring, 

Unlefs Prudence prepares it's defence; 
The Goddefs of Sapience bid Iris take wing 

And on Britons beftow'd Common-Senie. 
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XV. 
Four Cardinal Virtaes ihe left in this ifle. 

As guardians to cheiiih the root ; 
The bloflbms of Liberty gaily 'gao fmile. 

And EngUfhinen fed on the fruit. 

XVI. 
^fhus fed, and thus bred, by a bounty fi> rare* 

' Oh preferve it as pure as 'twas giv'n ; 
We will while we've breath, nay we'll grafp it in deaths 
And return it untainted to Heav'n. 


SONG III. 
ORIGIN of FACTION. 

Tune, — / am, quoth Apollo, when Daphne^ 8fc 

L 

IN fabulous pages, where grave Tutors train us. 
The fait- water Sov'reign is call'd Ocbanys i 
His fpoufe was delivered, by man-midwife Triton, 
Of this fea-girt Ifland, his fav'rite Britain. 

11. 

The Naiads were Nurfes ; old Trident declared. 
To embelliih his offspring no pains ihou'd be fpar'd : 
By flying fiih drawn, to Olympus he drove. 
And petition'd the Gods, that his fuit they'd approve* 
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UI. 
I'll make it qaoth Jv^tir^ Kis«c of the Sea ; 
Avaft ! reply 'd Ncptunt^ pray leave that to me : 
rU gaard it with Ihoalsy and V\\ make their lads Seamen, 
Strong HercuUs holbw'd oat, TU make 'em all Freemen^ 

And what ^iUyoU make, — - Venus whiiper'd to Mars ? 
I'll make them fiU' Soldiers^ that Nep* don't make Tars. 
Mtmufi^Viit as that droU always merrily means ; 
He begg'd they'd go {Mutn^fs, and make 'em Marina, 

V. 

Quoth Safumj much time I'll allow 'em for thinking ; 
Buck Bacchus reply'd, no> allow it for drinking : 
But Mercury anfwcr'd, a fig for your Wine, 
The art of Time-kiiUng by Card-playing 's mine. 

VI. 
By Styx, quoth ApollOf bitt Hermes yoa're bit ; 
'Gainil Gaming I'll fend 'em an antidote, — Wit : 
In England, laogh'd Momus, Wit no one regards, 
Save that fort of Wit that's in — Playing your Cards. 

vii: 

Well, wel^, regies PJuzhus, I'll mend their conditions, 
I'll teach 'em to fiddle, and fend 'em Phyiicians, 
Mong Fidlers, quoth Momus, true Harmony^s fcarce $ 
And as to your Do^rfhip, — Phyjick^s a Farce, 

VIII. 

Says Venus; I'll people this Ifland with Beauties, 
And t^mpt Married-Men to be true to their duties. — 
You to Married- Men's duty a friend \ bawl'd out Juno^ 
You'jTC a firumpet, you flat, and that I know and you know. 


TEen turning to ^ove, who look'd pale, Ihc began,— 
rU fpoil your Olympical gLft-^iving plan: 
Herfelf not confulcedy ihe vow'd ihe woa'd wrong af» 
Blew a Scold from her mouth, and Tent Party among us, 

X. 

God Bacchus, to counterpoife Juno's rafli a^on. 
Commanded SUenus to feize upon FaBion ; 
Swift flitted the Fiend, the old Toper outfped^ 
Whilfl ScmeU's fon fent a Flafk at his head. 

xr. 

The Imp, by the blow, fpeechlefs fell to the ground; 
May Wine thus for ever foul FaBion confound : 
Unanimity / that, that's the Toall of our Hearts, 
Though no Party-men here,. Here's to all Men of Parts. 


SONG IV. 

THE RACE. 

Tune, — As Roger came tapping at Dolly's Window^ 

J. 

A S the Farmer went over his corn-ripen'd land, • 
And counted th' encreafe of his grain. 

Scarlet poppiqs he faw down the long furrows ftand. 
Like foldiers in lines on the plain. 


C »^ ] 

Qaoth he, though in Learning I am not well fkiird. 

In mem'ry this maxim I'll keep, 
Thofe weeds among wheat, fliew when belly is fill'd 

We have nothing to do but to ileep. 

Each fcene of creation that opes to our view. 

Affords Contemplation a theme. 
As blofToms enamelPd by drops of bright dew. 

With di'monds fo Court-beauties beam. 
See grape to grape fwelling,. tranfparent on vine, 

That fruit is an emblem of blifs ; 
Balmy lip to lip Lovers as lufcioufly join, 

And the nedar enjoy of a Kifs. 

IlL 
While Btitohs, like Britons, dare Engliih Tafte om^ 

Succefs on our ilrength could depend ; 
We now, by importing enervate Bon Ton, 

To impotent Idlers defcend. 
We wed without Love, we attempt without Powen, 

And ilrengthlefs, and fenfelefs, in fwaruH, 
Iniipid as butterflies, baiking on flowers. 

The fribbles fill fine womens arms. 

IV. 
If Bacchus and Ceres were drove from Love's ^Couit, 

Deftremnft froaceh depart i 
ftoaft Beef quantum Jitf. and take tantum Red Port, 

They fteel the Main-ipring of the Heart. 
Cou'd we Venus confult, why indeed fo we. may. 

Since each circle a Venus fupplies, 
I'll back my opinion, thofe beauties will hy 

A Milhfop's the ihin^ we defpife. 
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V. 

The Elixir tj L<me in our fbll botdes view. 

For Beauty's fake Bumpers embrace ; 
While kept in this Training we can't but come througkt 

For Give-and-Take Plates in Love's Race* 
Succefs to that Meetings where each againft each. 

Well mounted, puih forward to win. 
For third, fourth, or fifth heats, they rallying ilrctch, 

And> neck to neck, nimbly come in. 


SONG V. 

THE WORMS. 

« 

Tune, — When Strephon to Cidoc made Lave his Pretence* 

Keep your diftancc, quoth iKing, who in lead coffin lay. 
As befide him they lowered a fhrowdlefs old Clay ; 
The Mendicant Carcafe replied, with a fnecr, 

'* Mifter Monarch be ftill, we are all equal here. 

II. 

" Life's miferies long I was forc'd to abide, 
" By the Seafons fore pelted, fore pelted by pride : 
" And though clad in ermine, yet you've been diftreft, 
" Both ourxares now are over,— fo let us both reft." 

III. 
A Committee of worms, Manour Lords of the Grave, 
Overheard 'era and wonder'd to hear the Dead rave. 
Quoth the Chairman, Dare mortals prtJuvM, thus to prate. 
When even we Maggots don't think our/elves great f 
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IV. 
«* Infane oftentations, who brag of their births, 
** Yet are but Machines, mix'd of aggregate earths^ 
** They diftindtions demand, with diftindions they meet 
** When we throw by the rich folks, as not fie to eat. 

V. 
** They are Scurvy compounds o^ Debauch and Difeafe, 
*' Putrefactions of Sloth, or Vice run to the Lees. 
" By Luxury's peftilence Health is laid wafte r 
** And all they can boaft is, — They re poifon*d iii Tafit, 

VL 
•' *Tis true, cries Crazolina, the Queen of the Worms, 
** They make upon earth immenfe noife with their forms, 
<< Pon omur^ With Beauties though fo much I deal, 
" On not one in ten can I make a good meal. 

^ vn. 

*^ When we chofe to regale on the dainties of charms, 

** We formerly fed on necks, faces, and arms ; 

** Now Varnilh envenoms their tainted complexions, 

** A fine woman's features fpread fatal infedtions. 

VIIL 
** Not a Worm of good tafte, and hn toUt I dare vouch,^ 
** A morfel of falhion-made Beauties will touch. 
" A Quality Toaft we imported laft week, — 
«* Two Maggots, my fervants, dy'd eating her check." 

IX. 
Very odd, quoth a Critic, Worms holdfuch difcourfe. 
Very odd, quoth the Author, that Men fhou'd talk worfc. 
Like Reptiles, we crawl upon earth for a term. 
Take wing for while, — then defcend to a Worm. 
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Dan Pope declares «11 Hamim Race to be Worms i 
Maids, Mi^Sy Wives, Widows, all Magotty forms* 
But of Worms, and worm-feeding, no more we'll repeat. 
Here's a glafs. To the Dainty that's made for Man^s meat. 


•SONG VI. 
BEAUTY AND WINE. 

Tane — Attend all ye Fairs, Pll tell ye the Art, 

\JNE day at her Toilet as Venus began 

To prepare for her face- making duty, 
Bacchus llood at her elbow,' and fwore that her plan 

Would not help it, but hinder her Beauty. 

11. 
A Bottle young Semcle held up to view. 

And begg'd fhe'd obferve his directions — • 
This Burgundy, dear Cytharea, will do, 

'Tis a Rouge that refines all Complexions. 

III. 
Too polite to refufe him, the Bumper (he iips, 

On his knees, the Buck begg'd ihe'd encore ; 
The Joy-giving Goddefs, with Wine-moillen'd lips, 

Dedar'd (he would Hob Nob once more. 

IV. 
Out of window each Waih, Pafte^ and Powder, fhe huri'd. 

And the God of the Grape vow'd to join ; 
Shook hands, fign'dand feal'd, then bid Fame teJl the World, 

Of the Union *twi;tt Beavty and WiKg. 
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SONG vir. 
NUNC EST BIBENDUM. 

Tune, --■ Moggy Lauder. 
I. 
Now we're free from College Rules, 

From Common-place-book reafonj 
From trifling fyllogiftic Schools, 

And Syftems out of Seafon ; 
Never more we'll have defin'd. 

If Matter thinks or thinks not ; 
AW the matter we ihall mind. 

Is — he who drinks — or drinks not. 

IJ. 

Tho* we by Metaphyfics trace. 

The Mind, or Soul abflra^ed ; 
And prove Infinity of Space, 

By caufe on caufe efFeded ; 
Yet better Souls we can't become 

By immaterial thinking ; 
And as to Space, we«want no room. 

But room enough to drink in. 

III. 

PUnumy^ vacuum f — minus ^ ^^plust 

Are learned .words and rare too, — 
Thofe terms our Tutors may difcufs. 

And thofe who pleafe may hear too. <-* 
A Plenum in our Wine we fhow. 

With Plus, and Plus behind. Sir, 
And when our Ca(h is minus, low, 

A Vacuum foon we find, Sir. 
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IV. 
Sopemicus, that learned fage, 

Dane Tycho*a error proving. 
Declares in — I can't tell what page— * 

Thp earth round Sol is moving. 
Sat which goes roond, what's that to as ? 

Each is, perhaps, a notion ; 
With Earth, and Sun, we make no fufs. 

Bat mind the Bottle's motion. 

V. 

Great Galileo ill was us'd 

By Superftltion's fury ; 
Antipodeans wereabus'd 

By ignoramus jury : 
But, feet to feet, we dare atteft, 

Nor fear a treatment fcarvy ; 
For when we*Te drank, probatum efit 

We're tumbling, topfy tarvy. 

. -VI. 
Newton taife'd of Lights and Shades, 

And diiEerent Colours knew, Sir : 
Don't let us diilurb our heads, — 

We will but ftudy two, Sir, — 
White and Red our glafTes boaft, 

Refleaton, and Refra^ion ; 
After him we name our Toaft, — 

•* The Center of AttraElion.'^ 

VII. 

On that Thefis we'll declaim, 

With Jiratuniy fuperjiraium ; 
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T)iere*s mighty magic in the name, 
'Tis Nature's Poftulatom. 

Wine, in nature's next to love; 
Then wifely let us blend *cmj 

Firil though, phyfically prove. 

That Nunc^ nunc eft biMendurru 


SONG VIII. ' 

y 

ENGLISH LI TA N Y. 

"tune, 

When I entered wy Teens, and threw Play-things afide. 

O a Stage-Coach we aptly may liken this Nation, 
Where Paffengers feldom are pleas'd with their ftatiofi ; 
But wrangling, and jangling, and jodling, and jumblin^^ 
The In£de-folks grin and the Out£des are grumbling* 

Th« Inns they are in^ and the Outs they are out ; 
To be in is the Riddle^ which makes all this route. 
The Outs call the Miniftry infamous elves ; 
And the Inns, when they're out, (ky the fame things 
themfelves. 
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It is conniQg Credulity ever enflaves ; 
The world is a hot-bed, to raiie Fools and Knaves i 
They poll this and that way» fometimes pnll together ; 
Bat Conuncm-fenfe fcoms to go partners with either. 

IV. 

My Country, my Freedom, and oh, my Religion ! 
Thefe tickle the ear, ^th, like Mahomet*^ pigeon : 
'Tis the time's cant, the farce, the fincfle of all ages. 
For what the befl adtors of, get the beft wages. 

V. 

Oh my Country f — but hold. Sir, on which fide the Tweed t 
Wa worth tul your toordst if ye dinna tak heed* 
We give praife to one fide, the other abufe, -— 
Can the unborn their place of nativity chufe i 

VI. 
O^ Prejudice, off, to Oblivion's cave; 
We boafl we are Britons, as Britons behave : 
C^m this, or that fide of a ilream alter nature! 
No» «— wafh thofe reflexions away in the water. 

VII. 
Get, get, is the cry now, and get all ye can ; 
If ye can get, get honcftly 5 get, though's the plan. 
Get one thing, and ev*ry thipg elfe you'll obtain : 
For Honours are now humble fervants to Gain. 

VIII. 
The African Slave-dealers feme may think bafe ; 
But what muft they think — if at home 'tis the cafe? 
The Guinea trade here keeps a market, 'tis certain ; 
And Yes and JWs bought and fold ;'morc's the misfortune. 


IX, 

When a Beauty's cnjoy'd by a Man of the Townr 
What he doted laft week on, this week he'll diiowm 
The Self-fellers thus, become thofe people's fcoF,. 
Who firft turn them Proltitutes, then turn them off* 

X. 

May all be tum'd off, who tho(e dealings befnended,. 
Where honefter folks have been fometimes fufpended ; 
May they die as they liy*d, by all good men abhorr'd, 
Ws Britons beseech thee to hear v9, cooi 
Lord/ 


S O N 6 IX. 

The MARINE MEDLEY. 

Firft Tune, — Coffitf and tifien to fiiy Ditty. 

Now fefe moor'd, with bowl before ut^ 

Mefs-mates heave a hand with me, 
Xiend a Brother Sailor Chorus, 

While he fings Our Lives at Seat 
O'er the wide wave-fwelling ocean, 

Tofs'd aloft, or tumbled low. 
As to fear, 'tis all a notion. 

When our Time's come, we muft go. 
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IL 

Tone, — Life is chequered. 

Hark the boatfwain hoarfely bawling 

By top-fail ibeets and haaUyards ftand, 
Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 

Down your ftay-fails,, hand boys, hand ; • 
Now fet the braces. 
Don't make wry feces. 
But the lee top-fail flieets let go. 
Starboard here. 
Larboard there. 
Turn your quid*^ 
Take a /wear, 

y o ! yo ! yo ! 

JIL 

iFirJi Tune again* 

Oh, ye Landmen, idly lying 

All along-iide Beauty's Charms, 
•Safe in ibft "beds, leas defying, 

Free from all but Love's alarms. 
While on billows, billows rolling. 

Death appeals in every form.. 
On no Ladies' Laps we're lolling, 

No kind kifs can calm the Stonn« 

IV- 

But loud peals, on peals are dafhing. 

Through rift rocks, the fhrill wind fhrieks ; 

In our eyes fierce lightning flaihing, 

Scorch the iails» and flench the decks^ 
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Burlling clouds upon us pouring. 

Blacky o'erfpread the face of day. 

Burying feas in whirlpools roaring. 
Fiery flies the fparkling fpray. 

V. 

High, the toffing Tempeft heaves us. 

Towards the Pole aloft we go. 
While the Clouds feem to receive us, 

Dreadful yawns the Gulph below. 
In that dark deep, down, down, down, down^ 

Down we fink from fight of iky. 
By the fwell, as inftant up thrown. 

Hark ! what means yon difmal cry ! 

VI. 

The fore-maft's gone, yells fome fad tongue out 

O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck.— 
A leak beneith the cheflree's fprung out. 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick the lannyard's cut in pieces, 

Come my Hearts,^ be flout and bold. 
Plumb the well, the Jeak increafes — 

Four feet water's in the hold. 

vir. 

Worfe and worfe, the wild winds tearing. 

Warring waves around us foam,. 
For the worfl, while we're preparing. 

Nature fhrinks, andfighs for Home. 
There» our babes, perhaps are faying. 

In their little lifping flrain, 
As round mother's knees they're playing. 

Daddy foon ^ill come agaia. 
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VIII. 

Tune, ^^ Early one morn a jolly young Tar* 

If wc muft die, why die we muft, 

'Tis a birch in which all m oft belay mun. 
When our debt's du^, for Death won't truil^ 

Then all hands be ready to pay man. 
As to Life's ftriking its Flag, never fear. 

Our Cruife is out, that^s all my brother. 
In this world we've lufF'd it up, thus, and no near. 

So let's fhip ourfelves off for another. 

IX. 

Tune the firji again. 

Overboard the guns be throwing. 

To the pumps come ev'ry hand;» 
See her mizen mail is going. 

On the lee beam lies the land. . 
Riiing rocks appear before us, 

Hopelefsy yet for help we call, 
Ev'ry fca breaks fatal o'er us. 

To the Storm's fell power we fall. 

X, 

Now Difmay, with afped horrid, 

Swells each fleeplefs eye wilh tears ; 
And De{pairy with briilly forehead. 

On each bloodlefs face appears. 
Sadly we view the ruthlefs Wave ! ■ 

O'rwhelming Seas roll oiountain high ; 
The fwell comes on, our watery grave. 

Hark, what means yon happy cry ! 


^ 
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XI. 

The Leake weVe found, it cannot pour faH^ 
We've lighten'd her a >foot or more ; 

Up and rig a jury Fore-Maft, 

She rights, ihe rights, boyi, wear oiF fhore. . 

Now, my Hearts, we're fafe from finking. 
We'll again lead Sailors lives; 

Come, the .Cann boys, let's be drinking 

To our Sweethearts, and our Wives. 


I 
> 


SONG X. 

REASON. 

Tone,— When Fanny to Woman is gromng apace. 

I. 

VV HAT the heart feels oppofe to the phrafes of (chools. 
Sweet Sympathies prove the Philofophers fools. 
Can all the clafp'd volumes of learned mens feats. 
Be equal to clafping one Beauty in iheets. 

U. 

Go InJtihBf call Reqfon^ and hear what he'll fay *«- 
The cowardly Tyrant keeps out of the way. 
Bolt the door then Dejire, we'll bilk him at leaft. 
He may pick up our Offals, and rail at the feaft* 
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III. 

The Union of Souls is a Tafk words may try» 
Bat LoTers' Senfations Defcripdon defy ; 
To them only knbvim, who voluptuoufly proT6 
AfFedlion's Enjoyment, the Phrenzy of Love, 

IV. 
Bat hark ! who is that we hear hobbling op ftairs ? 
It is Rtafon^ quoth laticy ; — Oh is it ! who cares ? 
He's welcome, — a chair there — I hope he'll fit down : 
As he enter'd I fmil'd, — he return'd me a frown. 

V. 

My Lafs was before me, my Bottle between ; 
In oar looks we rejoic'd we juft now were not feen ; 
But when Piea&re prompts, Reafon always fneaks off; 
When over, he bully-like, enters to huff*. 

VI. 
Juft like an old Watchman, the Goblin was drell. 
Grey hairs, pole and lanthorn, broad belt, and long veil ; 
Young Fellow, quoth He^ it is time you fliou'd think ; 
Old Fellow, quoth Me, it is time you (houM drink. 

VII. 
I offer'd a Flaflt of Champaign, on my knee. 
And begg'd, as my DoAor, he'd drink for his fee; 
I prais'd his wife feeming, — my praifes prevail'd ; 
For Flattery's a noftrum which never yet fail'd. 

VIII. 
With praifes, with Bumpers, I ply'd him fo long. 
That himfelf he forgot, and vvtiuld fing us a Song; 
Aye and dance, nay a wench he wou'd have, and he fwore; 
But attempting to rife, he fell drunk on the floor. 

C 
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IX. 

As I orderM a Bed, fays my love-looking Fair» 

** As to Bed, my dear! Reafon lias no bufineis there ^ 

** The Senfes their title to thait Manour prove, 
^* Let Reafon ilef p on, while we waken to* Love." 

The MORA L. 
Reafon is bu( a Bagbear to fcare girls and boys, 

Wine and women, without him. Experience enjoys $ 
That we're worthy thofe Bleffings, let Life's pra£Uce proves 
May we never want Reafon for Drinking-or Love. 


SON G XL 

THE RAILERS. 

Tune, — Ye Ladies who drive from the Smoke of the Tozim^ 

JjJBhold on the brow the leaves play in the breeze. 

While Cattle calm fted in the vale ; 
The. Church fpire tapering, points through. the trees^ 

As Lord of the hill and the dale. 

IL 
The playful Colts (kip after Dams to the brook. 

The Brook How and filently glides ; 
The farface fo fmooth, and fo clear, if 3^0 look 

It reflets the gay green on it's ^es. 

in. 

3y his feather'd Seraglio in Farm-yard carefs'd. 

The King of the Walk dares to crow ; 
No Nabob, nor Nimrod, enflaving the eaft. 

Such prowefs with Beauty can fhew. 
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Beneath the fdll Cow, Nancy preiTes the teat. 

Her face like the ruddy fac'd morn ; 
Load ilrokes in the bam the flrong Threihers repeat. 

Or v^innow for market the corn. 

V. 

Inddftrious, their Wiv^es, at the doors of their cou* 
Sit fpinning, drefs'd cleanly, though coarfe. 

To their Babes, while unheeding the Traveller trots. 
They ihew the £ne Man and his Horfe. 

VI. 
At the heeb of the Steed bark the bafe ▼illage Whelps, 

Each Puppy rude echo beftirs ; 
Bnt the Horfe, too high bred, bounds away from their yelps, 

Difregarding the clamour of Cars* 

VII. 
Illiberal Railers thus Envy betray. 

When Merit above them they view ; 
Bat Genius difdains to turn out of his way, 

Or ailbrd a reply to the Crew. 

vni. 

To Contempt and Defpair, fach Infanes we commit ; 

But to generous Rivals, a ToaH, — 
May rich Men reward honed Fellows of wit, -— 

Here's a health to thofe Dunces hate moft. 
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SONG XII. 


THE. ARTISTS. 


Tunej -— 77i^' Man has long boa/tcd an ahjohttfway. 


T. 

Prude PaUUs obfcrvM to the Demirep Queen, 

Dear Vtnus^ what is it thefe Englifh folks mean ? 

Their Illand is favour'd beyond other Ides, 

'Twas I gave them Sapience, and you beftow'd Smiles ; 

Nay ev'ry Immortal a bounty has fent 'em, 

And yet, like crofs children, all. this can't content 'em, 

II. 

The Goddefs of Grace, in love's iah ftlver tone. 

Reply 'd " 'twas immenfe, immenfe odd (he mu^ own ; 

*' Let OS trip down to Earth, juft to fee the affair, 

•* It is only through Atmofphere taking the air ; 

' • I've my Doves at the door, come, dear creature, with me ;** 

Away in a Whirlwind they whifk'd — Vis a vis. 

III. 
From Council Jofot mifs'd them, enquiring about. 
His feather-heel'd pofl-boy difcover'd their rout ; 
Replies the iky ruler, '< they've no bufmefs there, 
«< In Britdn there always is beauty to fpare ; 
** And as to Daitu Wijdom^ by Styx I aver, 
'< While Fadipn ftay^ with them they won't employ her. 


-^ 
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IV. 
<* Hafte back with them Hermes ;" away flew the God, 
And the yielding clouds cut with his fnake twifted rod j 
In London 9 from place to place, queftioning flew, 
IVhrrt is Wifdom ? but where, indeed nobody knew. 
He retarn'd with a tale, with a tale melancholy. 
That Wifdom eloped into Scotland with Folly • 

V. 

*« Where is Venus ?" quoth Mars, ** Aye, my Wife fuive 

** you /ten?** 
Cries the King of the Cyclops, " My Man4aving queen ^** 
** / left her employed with her Handmaids ^ the Graces^ 
** By Science requejied to Jinijh his Faces : 
** ^Here^s the name oj each Genius zoith whomjh^s a guefi» 
*' Keynolos, GAiNSBoaouGir, Mortimbr, Mybrs, 

" Dance, West,'' 

VI. 

Vulcan vow'd he would fetch her, '* You (han't, 
" thunder'd Jove, 
I encourage the Arts, and yon' Ifland I love ; 
Into Fate I have look'd, and e'er long I can fee. 
What Athens was onte, my Britannia will be ; 
So Lemnos be mute, Habe hand me die nefUr, 
Here's Great- Britain* s Artifb, and Gbohob their 

*♦ pROTBCTOa." 
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SONG xim 
THE DREAM. 

♦ 

Tune, — Pujh about the brijk Bowl. 

XS Y a wkirlwidd methought I throngh ^ther was hurlM> 

£le£lric 'mong Spirits of Air ; 
Upborn by the clouds, we 4ook'd down on the worlds 

And odd «xbibitkm9 fpy'd there* 

IL 

£ngland*s Genius was there, bearing Monarchy^ crovsrtk. 

In proceffion round Liberty Hail ; 
faBion feiz'd her rich robe, PtLblic Spirit puU'd dovm^ 

And Folfy broad grinn'd at her fall. 

UI. 

In weather-houfe pkc'd, to denote fool and fair. 

Two Figures keep veering about ; 
So pageants we faw, and we fmil'd at their glare. 

As they turned* Vfii\i the Tixnfis, in j^)d pat* 

IV. 

The M^hodi^Sf maik'd with Hypictyy% face, 
Ana^emas ihimder'd aloud; 

"So J^ Pudding's joke, with didorted grimace, 
Benetting their Gudgeons, — the Crowd. 

V. 

Wit and Humour were there, drove from Dignity s door. 
That Stupidity*s coach might have room ; 
^ Debauch we faw open Temptation*^ bafe ftore. 
And Di/ea/e taint Simplicity's bloom. 
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VI. 

« 

Stubborn WiU againft Prudence was waging a fight^ . 

While Defire opposM Duty ftrong ; 
The Paffions confefs'd ReaforCs Didates were rights 

Though themfelves fUU lefolv'd to ht wrong. 

VIL 

A wonderful Troop towards Wejlminfter bore ; 

What wonders there are 'mong mankind ? 
In gilt chariots Lawyers paraded before. 

On foot Jujiicc fbllow'd behind. 

viir. 

Church Preferments we faw — but refpcdl (hall withftand 

The -abttfe that's poar*d forth on the Cloth ; 
Stock Jobbers and Statefinen we faw hand in haiidi 
And Pfide ftood at par between both. 

IX. 

Cent per Cent had htin fiege to Integrity^t head. 

And BetMty was battering his heart $ 
£a/t India Soccefi ftruck Humility dead. 

And Title took Vanity*^ parh 

X. 
Crafty dire and pale Ufuryt two Iteeplefs hags. 

Wealth o'ervdichn'd, yet nntired witi toil % 
Their heir Dijfifation we few at their bags, 

With Plattery (baring the fpoil. 

XI. 
The myft'ries of Trade, — but no longer I'll dweO, 

On either the mighty or mean ; 
From an Emperor's court to a Penitent's cell. 

Life's all the fame laughable fcene. 

C4 
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XII. 
'Tia a pitiful piece, like a Farce in a Fair, 

Where fhew, noife, and nonfenfe mifrule> 
Where tinfel paradings, make Ignorance Hare, 

-Where he who ads befl is the Fool, 


SONG XIV. 

INDEPEND EN C Y. 

Tune, — rAc>' »iy drtfsy as my manners, isjimple and plain* 

luET us laugh at the common diftindions of State, 
When merely from Title, men hold themfelves great ; 
If Merit wins honours, the wearers we praife. 
But only the M^an, homage Heraldry's Blaze. 

If you are a lineal defcendant from Adam» 

Or Spoufe can collateral claim from his Madam ; 

O'er Acres of parchment, tho* Pedigrees fpread, 

Boafl not how you're born Sir, but Ihew how you're bred« 

III. 

You Laurels difplay, which your forefathers won ; 
We allow they did great things, but what have j^ou done ? 
The Cover, the Stubble, your conqueils proclaim. 
And your Country's preferv'd — by the Laws of tlu Game* 

tv. 

Ye Lords of large Manours, your ilatt'rers di(band. 
What are ye but tenants for life to the Land ; 
Your lakes, gardens, grots, temples, bufts,.pi6tttres, plate, 
Aie things of the. Inn, where in Life's-ftage you bait. 
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V. 
Awhile yoo the labours of Luxury bear. 
Till Time tells you out, to make room for your Heir ; 
The fame round of riot, he runs for his day, 
Hb fucceflbr's fummoiis> fends him the fame way. 

VI. 
But He who exifts in Infinity's State, 
Whofe hand holds the Sun, and whofe Fiat is Pate ; 
To fome has fent power, to others gives wealth, 
And to us, who are humble, his beft Bleffing — Health. 

vir. 

To the Graces, we nightly, a facrifice make, 
Wit and Humour, the chairs, as our Toaft-mafters take ; 
By fuch (bcial converfe, our time we improve. 
While Tendemefs lends us the daughters of Love. 

VIIL 
Jolly Welcome attends Hofpitality's call, 
Common* Senfe is our Cat'rer in LibertyrHall ; 
For one dilh drefs'd there, all Court Treats we refign, 
Keep your diflance, ye Kings !>iNO£PENDANTwe dine* 


S O.N G XV. 

T O L L, LOLL, L O L L* 

Tune, — J/^cA Joke. 

/V.S one day at home in a maudlinifh moody 
Like dull Porter Drinkers, I drdiK^£1y flood. 

Heavily humming out, Toil, loU^ loll, lolt. 

C5 
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The Fair of my Fancy whi^k'd into the room. 
All lovely fhe look'dj like a Ma^ morning's )}ktom ; 
Her form wa$y <— b^t forming a Simile's flat. 
Think all that you can thinkt am} (he was aU that. 

I qttickly left ya!;ifning» Toll, lollj 1qU> $££• 

II. 

On a Sopha Ihe funk, ^ if i^ii^g hi firength. 
Then grace^)ly wanton, fell hack at full length, 

JxK attitude temptingly, toning Toll, lol!« 
I b^gg'd for the Words, but her fiouling exprefs'd. 

What Wards among friends ? try the Tune ^twill do bejt» 
•Twas a hint, and I inftantly *rofe to her Wiflies, 
Fell into her arms, there fhe &d me with Kii&s, 

For KifTes are Symphonieis, Toll, loU, $cCm 

m. 

As if juft awaken'd, inclining her head. 
Her eyes pleafure fparkling, fhort fighing, (he faid, 
" How (vveet is the found of Toll, loll? 
All Art in Enjoyment's profane AiFedlationy 
PoiTei&on's true Pleafure, is prompt Inclination ; 
*' When Souls in fweet Unifon, blend their Embraces^ 
•• Then, then, and then only. Love's gamut has Graces.'* 
Toll, loll, loll &c. 

IV. 

It is Tadte ajt an Op'ra to Pan^mime Pleafure, 
O'ercome by the magic of Harmony's meafure. 

And feem to expire with Toll, loll, loll, loll* 
But Nature's nice organs, have nobler fenfations. 
Not bodilefs foand$, but corporeal vibrations ; 
In thefe dear Da CapoS) both equal advancing, 
Elaftic^l Arteries full (phor49 jire d^cil)g« 

Toll, loll, loll, &c. 


It 


J 
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V. 
To praflife Love's leflbn exceeds all the fchools, 
Scarlatti and Handel, and fuch folks were fools. 

At Toll, loll, loll. Ion, loll, loll, loll. 
They harmony made out of half Tonos and whole» 
To lull lady's ears, but 'tis Love charms the Soul ; 
When lips to lips tuning foft Symphonies tender. 
The heart beating Preludes, denote a furrender 

Of Toll, loll, loy, Sec. 

VI. 
'Tis Mniic and Love, or the Mufic of loving» 
That only the life which we live for is proving. 

Toll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll. 
Though Int'reft makes Freedom pay Wedlock's expencesi 
Yet Love for Love leadsup the Dance of the Senfes ; 
Where Jealoufy frights not, nor Folly is teazing. 
There may we enjoy the true pleafure of pleailng. 

Toll, loll, loll, &c. 


^rti*i 


SONG XVI. 

TOLL, LOLL DE ROLL. 

Tune, — Let the Grave and the Gay. 

Wh E N the Deity's word 
Throughout Chaos was heard. 

And in order up rcCe this vaft ball ; 
Land, Sea, and Sky rung 
With Creation's glad fong, 

it was then a fine-- Toll, de roll, loll. 
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Ihconftant mankind 

Could not keep in one tnind^ 

But into foal parties mofl fal| ; 
'Gainft Religion and State 
Rais'd t pother and prate. 

And made a fad — Toll de roll, loll. 

m. 

On this fea-circled land. 
By great Nature's ceamand. 

Freedom Hopp'd at Integrity's call ; 
England's Genius appear'd^ 
In full chorus was heard, 

Lov'd Liberty's fong -^ Loll dc roll. 

IV. 

On each diftant fhore 
We have fung it encore, 

And are ready, my lads. One and All, 
To found the fame Urain, 
Tho' I think France and Spain 

Have enough of our— -Loll de roll, loll. 

V. 

All the noife that our foes 
Took fuch pains to compofe, 

Not a Heart of Oak^s ear could appal ; 
But the I>ons and Mounfeers 
Were ftruck dumb with three cheers. 

They're the Englilh Tar's Toll de roll, loll. 
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VI. 

At the place Minden oam'dy 
*By the Britijk Foot fam'd. 

How glorious thofe days to recal: 
The French Folks advancing. 
Were ftoppM in their dancings 

And tumbled aboat—- Loll de roll. 

VII. 

For this thing, or that. 
Toll de roily comes in pat, 

'Tis a Chorus V\l always extol ; 
*Tis fuppos'd, not exprefs'd, 
'Tis what each one likes bed. 

Then here's to the beft— Toll de roll, &c. 


SONG XVII. 
THE ORIGIN OF TOLL, LOLL, LOLL. 

Taney"— ^i one. Day at Home in a Maudlinijh Mood. 

I'LL fing you a fong, and Pll fing all about it. 
Or in tune on out on't, you need not to doubt it. 

My tune is Toll, toll, toll, loll, loll. 
Stoccatos, Chromatics, Reds, Chrotchets, and Chords, 
Deep Tenors, fharp Trebles, with Fifths, Eighths, and 

Thirds, 
Art Sounds without Senfe ; Common Senfe come before us. 
So Silence each Solfa, let's Toll; toll, toll, chorus. 

And nothing but Toll, toll, toll, toll, toll. 
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If word-gnawing Critics gramniatical bawl^ 
UruU derivatur, 6ir, this Toll, toll, toll? 

" I anfwcr. from Loll, loll, loll, loll, loll, loll.*« 
And pray what is Loll, loll^ loll^ perge, quoth Pedant ? 
ProfeSlo, continues he, / nevrr read an*ti 
What part of Speech are y$Uf this Toll, loll, loll, making P 
*' The only part, fir, of the whole that's worth taking," 
Toll, loll, loll, &c. 

III. 
The Verb which Love conjugates, Natsre's the tolor^ 
Both active and paffivct bat fometimes ibmds neuter. 

Toll, loll, loll, &c. 
When wantonly wiih'd for, optative Mood makes it ; 
When promised infuHire, Hope happily takes it. 
Of all Terminations refpeding the Tenfes, 
The pre/ent is always the befl for the Senfes. 

Toll, loll^ loll, &c. 

IV. 
9k3t let ns fbr once, the* become Ibmething ferioos ; 
The Black Joke's a tune, that mayhap is miilerious. 

Who knows what is hid under Toll, loll, loll, loll. 
What is under, or in it, or what is about it. 
Perhaps has a meaning, perhaps is without it ; 
It may be thought Wit, but that wou'd be wonder; 
It may be a fingle, or double Entendre. 
Toll, loll, de roll, &c. 

V. 
Yon may, or perhaps yon may not have read Hiftoryi 
You may be Free-mafon'd, and underftaod Miilery, 
ToU, loll, loU, kdl, loll, is Loll, toU, tolU toll. 
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If more may be made on't, I beg to know what, 
Ic may be, or mayn't be, it can, or cannot ; 
For how be it, hereby, fo be it, and fo forth, 
Bot good friends excufe me, indeed I moft go forth. 
Toll, loll, de roll, kc. 


>WW«««Wi 


SONG xvir. 
HE NABOB. 

Tone, — Ye Lovelies who never Inconjtancy knew. 

1 £ milkers of Nabobs who raillions amafs, 

Eclipfing Nobility's train ; 
In pride of Profdion your Pageantries pafs, 

To your Worfhips a word, — don^t be vain. 
Tho' Spoils of the Eafl, yon exultiagly view. 
Not a Reptile th^t crawk bat is richer than yoo. 

II. 
Your fideboards may bend with fuperfluous weight, 

Yoor Breafls the flant Ribbon may bind. 
You homage receive from the Paupers of State, 

Weigh thefe *gainft the Wealth of the Mind. 
An Inftinft unerring all animals boall ; 
Lord-Man he has Reaibn, and fo my Lord's loft. 

IIL 
Can we wanton on waves in the deep troubled ftorm ? 

Can the Board of Works, Beaver-like build ? 
Can ye Artifts contend with a tranfmigrate Worm.? 

Or fpider-like fail through the field ? 
Contempt' muft attend on Ambition's odd grafp. 
Who catches at Crowns, when he ihrinks from a Waip, 
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IV. 
O'er Paffion can Beauty a conqu'eft atchieve ? 

Coald Sampfon an Agae engage ? 
What Science can teach us the Art not to grieve ' 

What Bribe is to buy ofF old Age ! 
What Opium can lull the Alarms of the Mind ! 
That fomething (o wakeful, which wakens mankind. 

V. 
In pompous down beds Guilt may labour to reft ; 

Back. Confcience the curtain will draw. 
To exhibit fuch fpedres as harrow the Breaft. 

While Memory fharpens her faw : 
Humanity fighs at <he fufferer's pains ; 
But Juflice proclaim'd, THms I balance tkdr Gains, 

VI. 
Let usy as we ought, bid de^ance to Knaves, 

And Briton-like fpeak as we think ; 
Difgrace to the crew of Venality's flaves ; 

To honeft men — > Happinefs drink. 
Here's to Liberty, Lads, without Flatt'ry or Fear, 
And I hope I am pledg'd from the Heart by all hece. 


SONG XIX. 

TRUE BLUE. 

Tune, — To aUye Ladies now at Land* 

1 HE cards were fent, the Mufes came^ 

*Twas Ceres gave the feaft 
To Jfuno^ Jove*s majeftic dame. 
Fair Hahc hail'd each gueft. 
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WitH PfutbtUf BacchuSf wit aod wine. 
Like man and wife, fhoold fecial ihine. 

With I fall, lal, U. 

n. 

Th* Olympic Dance, Minerva wife. 

With graceful fteps mov'd round ; 
Blue was the fillet — like her eyes» 

Her fapient temples crown'd ; 
That girdle looien'd, falling down. 
Buck Bacchus caught the azure Zone. 

III. 
Upon his breaft the Ribbon plac'd. 

By Styx, avow'd the youth. 
What had the Throne of Wifdom gracM, 

Should grace the Seat of Truth : 
His robe he inilant open threw, 
And on his bofom beamed True Blue. 

IV- 

** Kings,, taught by me, fhall Garters gire, 

" In Indallation's (how ; 
<< What Subjects merits fliould receive,^ 

** Their Monarchs (honld beftow. 
** This Symbol, lov'd, Celeftials view, 
<< And ilamp your Sandions on True Blue J* 

V. 

The rofy God, Urania prais'd; 

The .tuneful fifters join ; 
The Sovereign of the Sky was pleas'd 

To conftellate the Sign. 
Along the Clouds, loud Paeans flew, 
Ofympus join*d, and hail'd Tnu Blue, 
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VI. 

Tbia order Iris boit to earth, 

Minerva charg'd the fair. 
Where firll ihe found oat Sons of worth. 

To leave the Ribbon there. 
From dime to clime ihe fearching Hew, 
And inHiBEKNiA left True Blue. 


SONG XX, 
D IT T O. 

I. 

Let thole who love Helicon ftp at it's ftreama^ 
And chiird by cold water, doze fpiritlefs dreams } 
No aid ril invoke from a tea-drinking Mufe, 
But bumper me Bacchus to toad the True Bbues. 

Stng tantararara Trut Blue^^ 

n. 

No man-flaying hero's rafli deeds I rehearfe. 
Nor fadly (hall Strephon's fighs whine in my verfe 5 
To friendihip,' to freedom, this fonnet is due. 
And friendfhip and freedom become a True Blue* 

III. 
WrongM Nature to Newton from Dulhiefs appeal'd,. 
Mankind he enlightened, bright vi^on reveal'd ; 
All colours examin'd, and found upon view 
One chief, one unchaog'd, and he nam'd it True Blitt* 


J 
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IV. 
Kings, Statefmen^ and Patriots, illaibioiis chjofe 
The flant azure bandage, the mark of Trae Bloes ; 
To Britain's chief knighthood the Garter is dae» 
And that honour'd Ribbon is fpotlefs True Blue. 

V. 

To fomifh, with Science, .the ions of die earth,' 
Olympus tht goddefs of Wiidom brought forth ; 
Her eyes, Paris own'd, were the hrighteft he JcneWt 
And their Jbiftre, qqoth Homer, is fparkling True Blutm 

VI. 
In fpring, yAaxk Creation her bloflbms refames. 
And fidd-flowert fill the rich air with perfumes $ 
What ik7-*coloiir, tell me, the fan beft looks tkrongfa > 
The atmofphcit'a deareft when cloiids ate TVtte Mhc* 

VII. 
To fttUy that ftandard each ibcial difdatnt. 
The tint of True Blae bids defianot to ifadns ; 
On the bre^ of each Brother the RlUbon we view* 
Which Aiews, that at heart he ia poic and True Blm* 

vni. 

When Liberty Ung'ritig, Hibemiaqiiitiy 
And Honour to paflive Obedience fubmits; 
Public Spirit to Ireland then bids adieu, 
Adieuy Lads to life then^ then fnu^ewell True Bh^ 
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SONG XXI. 

THE W I N E V A U L T. 

Tune, — The Hounds arc all out, 

V/Ontented I am, and contented Til be. 
For what cah this world more aJSbrd, 
Than a La& who will fociably fit on my knee. 
And a Cellar as fociably ftor'd. 

My brave boy». 
H. 
My Vault door is open, defcend c^r^ry gueft; 

Try that calk — aye, that calk we will try ; 
'Tis as fweet lU the lips of your love to the tafte, 
, And as bright as her cheejcs to the eye, 

III. 
In a piece of il^t hoop, fee my candle is fiack» 

Twill light us each bottle to hand ; 
The foot of my glafs for the purpoie I broke. 

As I hate that a bumper fliould ftaad. 

IV. 

Aftride on a butt, as a butt fhould be ftrbd, 

I gallop the bruflier along ; 
Like grape bleffing Bacchus ^ the good fellow's God, 

And a Sentiment give, or a Song. 

V. 
We are dry where we fit, though the oozing drops feem 

With pearls the moift walls to embofs ; 
From the arch, dufky cobwebs in gothic tafte flream 

Like ftucco-work cut out of mofs. 
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VI. 

When the lamp is brimful how the taper flame fhines. 

Which when moifture is wanting decays ; 
Replenifh the lamp of my life with rich wines. 

Or elfe there's an end of my blaze. 

VII. 
Sound thofe Pipes, they're in tune, and thoife Bins are 
well fill'd^ 

View that heap of Old Hpck in your rear ; 
Yon bottles of Burgundy ! mark how they're pil'd. 

Like artillery, tier over tier. 

VIII. 
My cellar^s my camp, and 'my foldiers my fla&s. 

All gloriouily rang'd in review ; 
When I call my eyes round I coniider my calks 

As kingdoms IVe yet to fubdue. 

IX. 
Like MacedorCs Madman my glafs I'll enjoy. 

Defying hyp, gravel, or gout ; 
He cry'd when he had no more worlds to deftroy, 

I'll weep when my liquor is out. 

X. 

On their Humps fome have fought, and as lloatly will I» 

When reeling, I roll on the floor ; 
Then my legs mnft be loll, fo 1*11 drink as I lie. 

And dare the bed Buck, to do mou^ 

XL 
Tis my will when I die, not a tear fltall be Ihed, 

No Hie Jojut be cut on my Hone ; 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red. 

And fay that His drinking is done. 

My brave boys* 
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SONG XXII. 

A PASTORAL. 

Tune, — Dcfpairing bc^t a cUar Stream. 

J) Y the fide of a green ftagnate pool^ 

Brick-duft Nan fhe fat fcratching her head* 

Black matted locks frizzed her ikati» 
As briflles the hedge-hog befpread ; 

The wind tofsM her tatters abroad. 

Her aihy-bronz'd-beaotics reveal'd; 
A link boy to her» through the mud. 
Bare-footed, flew over the field. 

II. 

As vermin on vermin delight. 

As carrion bells fuits the crow*s taflc. 

So beggars and banters unite, 

And fwine-like on dirt make a feait: 

To a HotUntQt offab have charms. 

With garbage their bofoms they deck; 

She fluttifhly open'd her arms, 

. Hr filthily fell on her neck. 

III. 
On her fUbby breafts one hand he plac'd. 

No towels thole breafis ever teaze, 
Faft grip'd with the other her ftays-wanting-waiH ; 

Like ladies, ihe drefs'd for her eife : 
Jack drew forth bis quid, and he fwore. 

Then his lower lip, charg'd to the brim. 
He fcoul'd, like a lewd grunting boar. 

And fi^uxnting^ fhe leer'd upon him. 


^ 
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IV. 

^* Oh, oif lo^^ ^o^ I cannot well jaw/* 

This plyer at playhonfe began, 
^* Not tobaooo's ib fwect to the chaw, 

<' As to kifs is the lips of my Nan :** 
O I my Jack, cries the mud^coloured fhe. 

And gave hia fome rib^qttecKidg liugs. 
In a duft hole PU cuddle tvkh tfue. 

Aye, Uajt vul tk&ugh bit by the bugs, 

V, 

Full as black as themfelves, now the fky 

To the foath of the hemifphere lour'd» 
To £ni(h love's feaft in the dry. 

To a ftable they haftily fcoor'd; 
While hungry rats round them expksc'd. 

And cobwebs their canopy grace. 
Undaunted on litter they fnor'd, 

Fatigu'd with dirt) drink, and embrace* 


SONG XXIIL 

EXTRAVAGANZA* 

Tune, — Pan^s Song in Midas. 

Not one of the wife men, though ever (b knowing. 
Can ftop the heart's dancing, when fancy is flowing. 
Dame Caution may dodge us, but quickly well breathe her. 
And high over earth boys, break cover in /£Mer. 

ToU, Ml. 
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II. 

How th^n (hall we laugh at each fublunar fyikem. 
And prove to ftar-peepers how much they have mift 'em. 
We'll hob nob with Saturn, his cellar will charm u;* 
And hand in hand run round his girdle to warm ns« 

III. 

In tangents fly off, and to Jupiter hurry, 
A(k Majefty's leave with his moons to be merry ; 
On Captain Mars call, from the Spheres get a tune. 
Send the North Star a card, by the Man in the Moon. 

IV- 

On Mercury mount, make a Comet poftilion. 
With Demirep Venus then dance a cotillion ; 
Her Hefpfr and Vefper, you know their vocation. 
They rife and fet juft like the (late of the nation. 

V. 

But now to talk more like a two-legg'd terreftrial. 
Awhile we*ll leave fancying this gallop celsilial : 
Suppofe fome dear girl her appointmect was keeping. 
And pat pat 4ip Hairs, you iirfl: heard her feet tripping. 

VI. 
Or when down the dark walk |he filk gown comes rudling. 
How each fenfe is hurry 'd, from head to heel builling ; 
Unbounded as road expectation can &ncy, 
'Tis pleafure's iharp fury, Love's Extravaganzy. 

VII. 

« 

We fill up our time, by full filHng our glalTes, 
And joUily laughing with love-looking lafTes ; 
Our bumpers difchargtng, then charge to our wifhes, 
Prefent and give fire in volleys of kiiTes, 
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VDl. 
But we'll have no more now of Roundelays rafding. 
Of chiming and rhiming, of dttling and tattling. 
This iinging or faying may pleafe> I don't doubt it ; 
But here's to the jnouth that makes no words about it« 


SONG XXIV. 

TIME'S DEFEAT. 

Tunc, — - Cupid fent on an £rrand, ^c. 

\J N £ evening Good Humour took Wit ai his gaeft/ : 
By Friendjhip invited to Gratitude's feaft 9 
Their liquor was Claret, and Love was their hoft, 
Ijaugh, fong, and droll Sentiment, garnifh'd each toaft. - 

11- 

While Freedom and Fancy enlarged the defign, 

And dainties were furni(h'd by Love^ Wit, and Wtne, ' 
Alarm'd, they all heard at the door a load knock, 
A watchman hoarie bawling, 'Ttoas paft Twelve o*Ctock, 

m. 

• 

They nimbly ran down, the difturbing dog found. 
And up ftairs they brought the impertinent hound ; 
When dragged to the light, how much were they pleas'd 
To fee 'twas the Grey-glutton Timt they had feisM. 

IV. 
His Glafs as his Lanthom, his Scythe as his Pole, 
And his fingle Locjc danjgled adown his fmooth Slcull ; 
My friends, quoth he, panting, I thought fit to knock, 

-And bid ye be gone, for *tis pajl Twelve o^ClocL 

D 
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v.- 

Says the Venam^d'^TMth^d^SavMge, on diis fluudm fix, 
Tho* Nature ftriket twelve, Folfy ftill pMiiti to fix ; 
He longer kad preached, but no longer theyM bear it. 
So knrry'd him into a Hogfhead of Claret. 

VI. 
Wit obferved it was right» while we're yet in oor prime. 
There is nothing like Claret for lolling of Time ; 
Lopej lataghlng n^ly'd» I am pleaa'd fiom my heart. 
He can't come and pat us in mind we mnft part. 

vn. 

This ifttmder, nide rtw^. tfaoagk a tyrant long known^ 
By Love, Wit, and Wine can be only o'erthtown ; 
If hereafter ht*$ wanted <^ $ny defign« 
He'll always be found in a Hogfliml of Wine. . 

VJII. 
Since Time is confin'd to oar Wine, let as think 
By this rale we are fare of oar Time when we drink ; 
Henceforth, let our glafles with bampers be prim'd^ 
We're certain our drinking mail now be weU tim'd. 


SONG XXV. 

THE BRITON. 

Tvaaep'^Allyatt who toou*d mjh to/ucceed with a Lafs. 

From the &ce of die Son, fee the Mifts dlfappear, 

Refplendent his beams brighten Day ; 
The Highlands, the Trees, and Hill-tops are clear, 

'Tis the pride of the year, it is May. 


r St 3 

The H^re ftarts away^ PoTs diftarbM from her ftat 
Flies frighted^ and doubles the Wold, 

Hov/ j^iitive the Shuep their kmd echoes repeat, 
Becauie not jret free'd from tho Fold, 

HI. 
*Tis liberty's language, the voice of the- fool, 

Thronghont Air^ upon Earth, in the Sea ; 
From us mito where the moft diftant Worlds rolU 

What Animal woa^d not be £ree f 

TV. 
Let OS live while we're fiee.; bat when^Iibfrt^r waaea 

life is but impriibning breath ; 
As flaves fhall we figh, or efcape from our cluuiif» 

And follow oar Freedom to death* 

V. 
We dare, even dy^ig, o«r hirthrighta defend^ 

Our laft fhall be Liberty's call ; 
Like Sampfon, wc;'U nobly exiftency end» 

And our Tyrants overwhelm with our hH* 

VI. 

Good fabjefts will Government ever obey. 

Into air tofs Mi^gnity's tale ; 
fiat Honour forbid. Fraud ihoii'd e^ come in fda/^ 

And England be fet up to &Ie. 

VIL 
While Will without Law, icoi^rges Callia*$ coafl. 

Let us, in our honefly bold, 

Firft drink to the KtHc's health, -^ then add to the toafl^ 

May Englifhmeo fcoirn to be ii^ld* 

D z 


C 52 3 

SONG XXVI. 

HE TRIO. 

Tune,-.r(r Fair pofftfs'd of tv'ry Charm. 

rV I r, Lovt^ and Reputation walk'd 

One ev'ning out of town. 
They fung, they laugh'd, they toy'd, they talk'd 

'Till night came darkling on. 
Love wilful needs wbu'd be their guide. 

And fmird at lofs of day. 
On her the kindred pair relied. 

And loft with her their way. - 

II. 
Damp fell the dew, the wind blew cold. 

All bleak the barren moor. 
Acrofs they toil'd, when Lcruc^ grown bold. 

Knocked loud at Labour's door^ 
Awhile within the reed-roof *d cot 

They ftood, and ftar'd at Care, 
But long coa'd not endure the fpot. 

For Poverty was there. 

IIL 
The Tivflin propos'd next mom to part. 

And travel different ways ; 
Quoth Love, I foon fball find a Heart; 

Wit went to look for. Prai/e j 
3ut Reputation, j(ighin]g, Q>oke, 

«* Tis better we agive, 
«« Though Lovemzy laugh, and W^t may joke, 

'^ Yet friends take care of me« 
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IV. 

" Without me Beauty wins no Hearty 

•* Without me Wit is vain ; 
«< If, headftrong, here with me you part, 

•* We ne'er can meet again. 
** Of me yon both (hou'd take great care, 

** And fhttn the rambling plan, 
*' No calling back, my friends, I'll bear,. 

'* So keep me while you can»" 

V. 
Love fbpt among the village youth, 

£xpe£Hng to be crownM, 
Enquiring for her brother Trutk, 

But Truth wa!i never found. 
She ioQght in vain, fbr Love was blis^, 

And Hate her guidance croft ; 
^Tis faid, fince Truth (he cou'd not find. 

That Love herfelf is bft. 


S O N G xxvir. 
THE E N D- 

Tune, — The Fool who is wealthy is Jure of a Bride, 

I. 

Pa PI LI O the rich, in the hurry of love, 
Refolving to wed, to fair ArabeU drove ; 
He made his propofals, he hegg'd fhe wou'd fix. 
What m^ cou'd fay no to a new Coach-and-fix ? 
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We'nfappofe they were tpvfdy thegoeAs-bidf fappctdone^ 
The fond pair in bed, and t^ ^oc^idng was thtt^as 
The Bride lay expediog to what this wqu'd te|id» ' 
Since created a wife, wiih*d to ^low for what ^nd« 

III- 
On the velvet peach ofi» as the gaudy fly refts. 
The Bridegroom's lips ftopp'd, oa Loire's ptUows, her 

breafis. 
All amazement, impafiive, the heart-heaving fair. 
With a figh feem'd to prompt him, iorCtJlay too long there^ 

IV. 
Round her waift, and round fuch a waift circling his arms^ 
He raptures rehears'd on her unpoile&'d charms. 
Says the fair one, and gap'd, I hear all yon prdeodn 
But now, for Fm ileepy, pray cotiie to dA end. 

V. 
My love ne'er fhall end, 'Squire Shadow reply'd. 
But Hill, undttempting, lay ftretch*d at her fide. 
She madHe)nt8, as if ibmediing flat meant to "defend* 
But found out, at laft, it was all to no end. 

• Vt 
In difdun fiardng up from the impotent boy, ^ 
She, fighing, pronouncM, there's an end of my joy* 
Then «efolv'd this advice to her fex flie' wou'd fend» 
Ne'er to wed 'tiU they're fure they can wed to fome end. 

Vll. 
And which ead is i^f i^^iy the end whidt pfeevatlB^ 
Ploughs, ihips, birds, and fiihes, are fber'd by their Tails* 
And though man and wife for the Head may omtendt 

I'm fore diey'ie beft j^as'd when they gain t'oAer end* 
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vm. 

The endtrf* oar wiAes, die ead of ear wiv«t. 

The end of oar loves, and the end of our fives. 
The end of coi^ao^on *twixt flulbeis and male, 
Tho' the Head may deiign, has itt end in the Tail* 

IX. 
'Tis time the' to finifliy if ought Ilntend, 
Left, like a bad fauiband, I come to no end : 
The ending I mean is what none will think wrongs 
And that is, to make now an end of my fong. 


s o N o xxvm. 

CASTLES i: :n a i R* 

Tone,— TAe Lafs who wou*dknow haw iq manage a Man^ 

If Twasawit, like a wit Pd pf^fhme. 

Bat no Maie beckon down from the iky. 

I had father go ap —«& old fVnior the groom 
Bring Ptf^a/i(j 00^ aladTll iSy; - 

Take a leap frofn 4lie ted, gnltop^ a tmofp h t r e h^i 
The man in the moMi bow be^I ftarel 

When I tart for tdie pMe> 111 go oif upon fcoi^p 
And dear ev'ry Cafik in Air* 

m. 

Thoft caftlet are biiilt by Dependency's dreans» 

Poor Vanitys babble duB bafe* 
Pale promiie-pin*d Hope, as the arduteft fijiemet^ 

They're fomiih'd by felka oiK of place. 
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i£ the nod of a Courtier oar cringbg ihoit'd crowir. 

Or bit by a fmile from the £axr, 
Self-confeqaence fwell'd, we difdain to look dowa^ 

So look up -— to a Caftle in Air, 

V- 

My country I'll {(srve, my confiituents defend -* 

On their honour thus caivdidates fwezr. 
But fix*d in their feat, wou'd you look for your friend^ 

He is loft — in a CaftU of Air, 

VI. 
What mail in his fenfes of puffs wou*d be proud. 

Or covet the multitude's ftare ? 
What nfe have the fhouts of Venality's crowd I 

But ereding — • a Caftte in Air^ 

VII. 

As to Genius, or Learning, or Science; — - fuch namet 
Are frights to jnak.e fine breeding ftare. 

Difipation at prefent fuch title difclaims. 
They're faid to be -7- Caftl^ in Air, 

vin. 

Wife ipen from the Eaft — you itideed ev'iy day 

Can count out your orient glare. 
Hark forwjard ye Nimrods^ a Nfibab^^ your play» 

ANabob's— no CaJiU in Air, 

IX. 

Till Death JhaU us part, PU be. conjtant I vow. 
This, too oft, is the phrafe of the Fair, 

But fom^ Ladies minds are — one cannot tell how— 
Not better --».than Cafilcs in Air, 


^ 
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Till Death ! — How appalling mail that fentence lie } 
What looks then the proadeft muft wear ? 

When all the land left them, is fix feet by three. 
Their Cqfile — l^ut out of the Air. 

XL 

Too late they perceive, that they've time mifemploy'd 

To be flar'd at, or only to ftare; 
That they've liv'd to their lofs, as each day was deftroy'd 

Ereding — new Cafiles in Aiu 

XII. 
The Grave — but too grave is not fit for our plan. 

Which is neither to doat nor defpair. 
While we live, let us live^ makinjg life all we can: 

Then a fig for — each CafiU in Air. 


SONG XXIX. 

REPENTANCE, 

Tune, — In April when Primrofts paint ihtfwttt Plain. 

1 HE dictates of Nature prove fchool knowledge weak; 
<< Does not Inftin6i beyond all the orators fpeak ? 
«* From their parts of fpeech we'll not borrow one part, 
*» Our lips, without words, find the way to the heart.'* 

II. 
Thus as laft night I fung, with my lafs on my knee, 
Methought one below, hoarfe enquired for me ; 
We liilen'd and heard him, his breathing feem'd fcant^ 
>And up flairs he ftepp'd with aUhmatical pant. 
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The i66f Gp'iiii^ wide/ iblot enterM the fg/tUe, 
Black and ^ black his drefs, fable embfeni of Nigh]^ 
His livid lips qaivei^'d, pronouncing my name. 
And, head and ftaff ^aihkg, Aed^A fa^ to blame. 

IV. 

Reptrdance (qaoth he) worft admit of delay s^ 
J injijtf from this moment^ you alter your wayi* _ 
As I iUrM at him, flily my bottle I hid. 
Then pnsd'ally promi^M to do as he bid. 

V, 
With dnkerchierd netk, fparkling eyes, and loofe Imr^ 
Her gown, fingle pinn'd, borft from clofet my Ikir, 
There ihe fled when the fright firft appeared in ^e room. 
Then fell at his ftdt in the health of Love's bloom. 

VI. 

So gracefnl ihe knelt, and fo tender her tone. 
Then /he fent iiich a look, Sthrer-beard was her own. 
I faw his eyes twinkle, blood flatterM his Eace, 
He fimdly, though feebly, eflayM an embrace. 

VII. 
I left them, and, jail as I fancy'd, the churl 
Made a ftrenjg;th]ef8 attempt to be rude with my girl i 
She fhriek'd, I rufh'd in as he ftrove to efcape. 
And the Watch took Repentance away for a rape. 

vm. 

£ver fince when we wanton in rapturous emVace, 
The reproach-bearing-v/retch dares not ihew us his face. 
May each fond of each, thus enjoyment improve^ 
Be henceforth Repentance a ftranger to Love. 
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SONG XXX. 

ELIXIR L'ARGE N T^ 

Tunc, — Pretty Peggy of Windfor. 

I. 

xHO' with pufis daily papers are cninm'dy Sir, 

With antidotes for ev*ry ail, 
rU (hew a fpecific not fbaxam*d, Sir^ 
A Noftmm which never can faiL 

The Drop and Pill 

May heal or kill. 
As Do^rs on Doctors have done ; 

Bat fnng and fure. 

To work a core. 
Apply th* Elixir l^ArgtnU 

For weak confdences 'tis on Emetic ; 

A Rejicrative for a loft fame; 
If fear gravels yon, this DVytHc 
Pifcharges each fymptom of Hiame. 
Like Achilles horn &yi^ 
No wound will £z 
When this Unguentum is on« 
Nay, chafe to anoint 
Ev*n JulUoe't point, 
'Tis blunt by Elixir PArgtrU* 
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III. 

Tis a Stiptic to flop maidens fcroples. 

An Opiate makes jealoafy reft ; 
*Tia a LeBure where all men are papils. 
Art and fcience without it a jeft. 
Be witty, be wiie. 
Win Learing^fi prize» 
7his Recip6 want yoa're undone : 

Merit vainly may fbive, ' 

No genius can thrive. 
But the genius who gets the l* Argent* 

IV. 
His Honour demurs to a hearings 
The Agent demurs to his plan. 
The witnefs demurs to his fwearing. 
And Madam demurs to her msta ; 
Yet each iick breail 
Demurs digeft^ 
Secundum artem they're gone. 
When a Quantum fuff. 
Is took of the ftnfT, 
JS/wttV nouvtau de P Argent* 

V. 
When £cknefs voluptuofhefs feizes. 

The medical corps in array. 
Sword by fide take the field 'gainft difeafii^. 
And, Swifs-like, give battle for pay. 
Not a word of Self, 
Accepting the pelf. 
That leflbn the learned ne'er con. 
But faith we?re fiamm'd. 
We might dye and be damn'd. 
But for our Elixir r Argent. 
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so N G XXXT. 

GAMING. 

Tunc, — . Yt Virgins of Britain who zoifdy atttndm 

I. 

Xj AST night I attended at Robinhood^s Group, 
Wh^rc five-minute-orators keep the thing up ; 
Where Politics, Phyfic, Wit, Humour, and Learning, 
May hear things to wonder at paf): their decerning. 

II. 

Quoth a Speaker, applying a pinch to hi^ noie. 

As (lowly, like tragedy ghoft, he arofe. 

The Methodifi Preachers began our ftduBidrif 

And Ganufters and Gambling compUat our defiru&ion* 

III. 
Young Knowdl upfbrting, reply'd, with a fneer, 
** Mr. Preiident, really that gentleman's queer ; 
** He rails againft Gameflers, yet, this* may be Add, 
** He wou'd have been one, but he wanted a head. 

IV. 

** And now I am up, and my minutes go on, 

That I prove him a fool, why, PIl hold two to one. 
Thefe cavillers don't know the things they're abufing, 

** What's all's the world after, bu( winning andiofing? 

•V. 
** I forgive all he knows, and I dare him to fay, 
«* If lie wou'd, or wou'd not have the beft of the lay, 
•* Honeft people I love, but I never heard yet, 
^* Of the fiat who would chufc the wrong Jidt of a Bett. 




VI. 

<< Life's like Hazard-playing, we all wi(h to wia, 
'< And he trnft hare lack, to be fare, who tbiows in. 
<< 'Tis the ftatefman who fets, his friends nick their places^ 
*< And thofe 'Igainfi the court are fappos'd to throw Aces, 

VII. 
<< On the tarf we perhaps may have Cunning's Affifiance, 
** Bat Weilminjfter-hall gives Newmarket a diftance. 
« By croffing and jolUing this land may be loft, 
<< And liberty ran on the wnmg fide the Poft. 

vra. 

*< I abjare each expieflton woa'd hurt Ladies fame* 
*^ But will they not all play the beft of the game ? 
'< To be fur^ trnd/^s a virtue, and gaming a vice, 
** Y«t ftaiidtdeat J^nkmptt are worfe than falfe dice, 

IX. 
«< If oqr betters will play, and playfellows efteem us, 
< ' Cum vt(miiar hdk ms quofuc ludemuSf 
^* Don^ blame him who wbs, rather laugh at the krfer* 
<< We only take fo^'toae from thole who abafe her. 

X. 

•< If a Lord loves a Gamefter's life, is it abfard 
<< For a Gamefter to take up the life of a Lord ? 
** Whether Lord, orwhatelfe, 'tis a matter of mirth^ 
^ What figaify's tide. Sir, What anym worth P* 

The hammer went down^ KnowcU filent became. 
And henceforth well honour the beft of the game. 
So here goes a Main, here the Cafler muft win. 
We dnnk to the l«cky« who hold longeft in. 


I «3 ] 

SO NO XXXU. 

THE JOLLY SOUL. 

C^OME Liberty, damme boys, bat we'll be free, 
^o' Care kiUM a cat, what cafe I ? 

1*11 hold fix to foar, only fay done to me* 
Like a Soul I have Uv'd, and Til die. 

My brave boys« 
IL 

They feat me to college* I didn't mind diit. 
To teach me to preach and to pray $ 

I woa'dn't be hoiftm'd, I fsw what they were at^ 
So my eye upon ail they vuk fay. 

HI* 
As to pulfdt palaver, why, tkat'« iXL a flam. 

No prieftcraft fludl e'er do for me. 
I will, or I <won't, a free agent I am. 

And ril only bdieve what I fee» 

IV. 

May loveM of Claree, aye, Claret*t the thmg. 

To drink it without any tax ; 
I don't mind the bother 'boat Sobjeft and Kin^, 

Bttt coflom^five that's all / ax. 

v. 

Jf Clergy, and Commona, and Lords will bat joniy 

Oar nadonal debts to pay off. 
And let us -free Gratis have women and wine^ 

Why then we may do weU enough. 
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VI. 

In half-pints the Parla'ment-hottfe then Fll toail» 
And Geo&gb too, upon my bare knee; 

I don't care which fide, or if none rule the roaft. 
So rVe but my fun and am free. 

VII. 

But now they're fad times, for our freedom is gone. 

Since we to bumbailiffs fubmit ; 
Bin 0' Rights I damn all bills, for the nation's undone 

By that GentrallVarrant^ a Writ. 

VIII. 

We muft be made Haves if they don't pot a flop 

To Lawyers, the Juftice, and all ;< 
For if in Old England, we don't keep it up. 

Why then, to be fure, it muil fall. 

IX. 

When I dye-— but tfaat^s queer— and to think on*t is dull. 
So as to this hert^ or that tlurey . > ' 

Let me go where I will,, if my bottle is full». 
And I get bat a girl, I don't care^ 

If Mailer Death thrufts himfelf into my room» 

They tell me, he always makes free, \ 

ril try if I can't, tip Old Boney a hum. 
If not, why, may-hap he hums wH^ 

XI. 

As I told you before, I'm refolv'd notio thinks 

So I cannot a Sentiment give, 
However, my fouls, while we live let us drink, 

Becaufe whUe we're drinking'we live. 

My brave boys. 
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SONG xxxin. 

I 

TO-DAY AND TO-NIGHT. 

Tane, — What a Blockhead is he who's afraid to die poovm 

I. 

Jtv Ub V- F I N c E R* D AuToray faiT Lady of Ltght, 
From fzffron robes fhaking the lafl ihade of Night, 
Caird PhdmSf who blefs'd with his fea-beauty's boon> 
Slow awoke, Thetis vow'd, Hwas immtnfely toofoon* 

IL 
Above the horizon his beams, circling, fpread 
The grey dappled clouds, fring'd tranfparent with red* 
The breezy air rich with the odours of May, 
While birds on the boughs chirp'd and fung all the day. 

III. 
Shall man, moA obligM, ofier lefs to that pow'r 
By whom he's endow'd^ tq enjoy ev'ry hour ? 
Yes, — pride-born Ingratitude neVer will pay 
The thanks which are due for the gift of To-day* 

IV. 

« 

No, — To'morrow'*^ the thing ; To-morrow ! Sloth cries -^ 
To-morrow's the fhadow which ev'ry day flies. 
Death Yejlerday call'd in his fools — and, To-dayg 
'Tis not fix to four but we're ha,d the fame way. 

V. 

We muft laugh when we look on Time-killer's diftrefs. 
Who drefs, dine, and daudle — dine, danble, and drefs. 
In one fenfelefs faunter dream Day and Night through^ 
Having nothing to fay, and -r nothing to do4 
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VI. 

As for thinking To-day ^ 'tis abftird to begm : 
A head fine frizziir'd wants no fini!h*within« 
Tihiiwrrow^s the wild-goofe at which they take aim, 
A mouthful of moonihine they get for their game. 

VII. 
Lut ttSy lads, depend on Life's plain-dealing plan. 
Not Jull Time, bat keq> all alive white we can. 
Day and Night too, o«r welcome to Beauty we'll pay, 
Lov^ equal ezpcds both good Night and good Day. 

VMI. 
To Night be my ibng then» — I honour its ihades i 
Fall fertile ye vapours, make Mothers of Maids. 
To the end of each Day be our doings upright 
May all do the beji thing ih^ cati do To»nigfit. 


SONG 3ncxiv. 
TO DRINK. 

Tunc, — Guildford Stile. 

A^^HEN Prudence declaims how time pafles^ 
'^ Con'd we tempt Mr. Chronos to fiay. 
While we're bump'ring a round of our laileSs 
We wou'd wait upon all he cou'd fay. 
But is it worth while 
Through books to toil. 
In lroidl>ling our heads how to think f 
Thought ne'er was defign'd 
To puzzle the mind. 
Let us only mind how we drink. 
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n. 

There was Solomon^ one of the wife kingSj 

When paft'i^ began to complain : 
He affeded at laft to dei^ ddngs 
Becattfe hia ivas laboor in vain ; 

Bat a(ed to fay» 

There's time to play. 
To labour, to love, and to think; 

Let thofe in their prime 

Remember the time. 
At prefent 'tis time we ihou'd drink. 

III. 
A pox on Refle^on, be jolly, 

Difpaffionate Cynics de(pife, 
Pid yon once know the raptures of folly^ 
You never would wiih to be wife. 
I fcom the plans 
Sobriety fcans, 
from bumpers I never wUl Ihrink % 
By the bufy in mide 
Be Ceatv per Cent, made, 
nris Cent, per Cent, better to drink. 

SONG XXXV. 

KISSING. 

Tone, — In purfidt ^frme Lamhsjxim ny Flocks that 

had ^qiif'd* 

Ye delica^ lovelies^ with leave, I maintaia 

That happinefs here yon may find. 
To yourfelves I appeal, for Fciidty's idgn. 

When yoo meet with a man to yom: flusid« 
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When Gratitude friendfliip to fondneTs unites, 

Inexpreflive endearments aiiie-: 
Then hopes, fears, and fancies, (bange doubts, and delights^ 

Are announc'd by thofe tell tales, the eyes. 

III. 
Thofe technical terms, in the fdence of Lbve, 

Cold fchoolmen attempt to defcribe. 
Bat how fhould they paint what they never can prove f . 

For Tenderiiefs knows not their tribe. 

IV. 

Of all the abufe on enjoyment that's thrown. 

The treatment Love takes moft amifs. 
Is the nmt of fire coxcomb, the fot, and the clown^. 

Who pretend to indulge on a Kifs. 

V. 
The love of a fribble at ielf only aims : 

Sots and clowns — let us dafs with the beafb t 
No fibre, no atom, have xhey ip their frames. 

To reliih fuch 4eliqLte feafts. , 

VL . .. 

In circling embraces, when lips to lips move, 

Defcription, oh ! teach me to praife 
The Overture Kiss to th' Opera of Love — - 

Bat Beauty wou'd lai^ at the phrafe. 

VIL 
Love's preludes are Kifles, and, alter the play. 

They fill up the panfe of delight. 
The rich repetitions, which never decay ; 

The Lip's filent language at night. 
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vni. 

The raptures of Kissing we only can tsAe, 

• When fympathies equal infpire ; 
And while to enjoyment, unbounded, we haite, 
Their breath blows the coals of defire. 

IX. 

Again, and. again, and again Beauty' lips ; 

What feelings thefe preiTures excite ? 
When fleeting life's flopp'd by a kifs of the lips» 

Then finks in a figh of delight, 

MORAL. 

Whilft our glaiTes we kifs^ and we frolick lit eafe. 
Of Happinefs ;ie'er may we mtis ; 

May we live as we liA, may we kifs whom we pleafe^ 
And may we flill pleafe whom we kifs. 


SONG XXXVI. 

B A R T L E M E FAIR. ^ 

Tune, -^ Young Strephon he went t'other day to the Wake* 

I. 

W"hILE gentlefolks iftrut in their filvcr and fattins. 
We poor folks that tramp it In ftraw hats and pattens^ 
As merrily Old Englifh ballads can fing— o. 
As they in their bpperores outlandilh ling— o ; 
Calling out, bravo, encoro, and caro, 
Tho'f I will fing nothing but Bartleme Fair-^o* 
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ir. 

Here firft of all, crowds agunft other crowds driving. 
Like wind and tide meetingt each contrary firinng ; 
Here's fiddling and floting» aiad (hooting and ibriekittg» 
Fifes, tminpets, drums, bag-pipes, and barrow-girls 

fqueaking. 
My rare roonc! and found, here's choide of fine ware— o^ 
Though all is not found boqght at Bartleme Fair— 6. 

IIL 

Here are drolls, hornpipe dancings and ihewing of poftures ^ 
Plum-porridge, black paddings, and op'ning of oyfters ; 
The tap^Mofe godb fwouSng, sad gaU'iy ibika iqnawEn^^ 
With falt-boxes^ ibks, and moodi-pieceB bawling; 
Pimps, pick-pockets, ftrolleffs» fat landkdies, failors» 
Bawds, bullies, jilts, joddes,dueyes, tumbler^ and tayIors« 

IV. 

Here's Punch's whole play of the gunpowder-plot, Sir» 
Wild beafts all alive, and peafe- porridge hot. Sir: 
Fine faufagesfry'd, and the Black on the wire; 
The whole court of France,. and nice pig at the fire. 
The-ups-and-downs, who'll take a feat in the chair-K>. 
There are more ups-and-downs dian at Bardeme Fair- o. 

V. 

Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall dromedary. 
The chaiib without horfes, and Queen of Hungary ; 
The merry-go-rounds, come who rides, come who rides , 
Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, fire-eadng befides ; 
The fam'd learned dog that can tell all his letters, 
At&d fome men, as fcholars, are not much his betters* 
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VL 
This wQfld's a wi4e Uir, where we noiUe'ttoeg gtytknigs; 
Oar p^ffions, liice cfaikben, are tempted by play-diingsi 
By found and by fliew, by traih and by trompery. 
The fal-lals of fa&aoD, and Frencbify'd fhnnpery. 
Life is but a droU, rather wretched than rare— o, 
And thus ends the baUad of Bautlene Fair^-n. 
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s o N o. xxxvn. 

RURAL FELICITY, 

Tune,— 0« Market-day tajt^ I remember the time^ 

I. 

JLtfET conrt lovers pay adoration.to crowns. 

That man is a monarch for me. 
Who cheerfbl improves the few acres he owns, ' 

Unenvyingy indafbiousy and free. 

II. 
At night, in high health, from his labour he refls^ < 

His houihold iit round in a row. 
Wife, children, and fervants, domefiical gaefis» 

Such circles in town can ye ihew ? 

in. 

He fmiles on his babes, as fome fb-ive for his knee*. 

And fome to their mother's neck cling. 
While playful the prattlers for place difagree. 

The roof with their ibrill trebles ring* 
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IV. 
Thofe Cynics who brood o'er a fiogle life's fpleen^ 

The ofi^pring they have dare not own» 
But happy-wed pairs can enjoy the fond fcene 

To you wretched mortals unknown. 

V. 
His dame the good man of the hoofe thns addiefs'd : 

Ttoasfo with us when we were young. 
Her hand within his he with gentlenefs prefs'd. 

While fentiment prompted his tongue. 

Vl. 

/ umember the day of my falling in love, 

Hozo fearful I firfi came to woo ; 
/ hope that theft boys will as true-hearted prove^ 

'And our lafes, my dear, look like you, 

VII. 
A tear of joy Parting, he kifs'd from her cheekt 

Love gratefully glowing her face. 
Too full het fond heart, not a word cou'd ihe (peak* 

But^ fighing, returned his embrace. 

VIII. 
'Tis by fuch endearments afFe6Uon is fhewn. 

In filence more nobly exprefs'd. 
Than all the cant phrafe, the Bon Ton of the town» 

Where Love is a Mon mouth -ftreet guefl. 

IX. 

Qo on ye high births, and pretend to defpife 
Thofe fcenes which to you are unknown ; 

But laugh not too long, rather aim to be wiie^ 
And compare fuch a life with your own. 
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X, 
Vain jefters be mute^ I'll a Sentiment give, 
A Toaft which efleem will not fcorn ; 

May they who can tajlc tkcm^ Lovers kijfcs receive. 
And Tendernefs meet a return* 


SONG XXX vm. 

T H E T O P E R. 

Tune, — Shanbuy. 

JL £ lads of trae fpirit pay coortfliip to Claret, 

Released from th^ trouble of thinl^ingj 
A fool, long ago, faid we nothing coa'd know,** 
The fellow knew nothing of drinking. 

To pore over Platd, 

Or praflife with Cato, 
DlfpafEonate dunces might make us ; 

But men now more wife. 

Self-denial defpife. 
And live by the leflbns of Bacchus. 

ir. 

Big wigg'd, in fine coach, fee the Doflor approach. 

And folemnly up the ilairs pace. 
Gravely fmcU on his cane, apply finger to vein. 
And count the repeats with grimace. 
As he holds pen in hand. 
Life and Deatll's at a iland, 
A tofs-up which party will take us ; 
Away with his cant. 
No prefcription we want. 

But the nourifhing noftrums of Bacchus. 

E 
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iir. 

We joUily join ia the pra£Uce of 'Wine, 
While mifers *mid£t millions are pining ; 

Where ladies are fcorning. and lovers are mooming^ 
We laagh at wealthy wenching, and whining. 

Drink, drink, now 'tis prime, 

Tols a bottle to Time, 
He'll not make fuch hafte to o'ertake ns ; 

His threats we prevent. 

And his cracks we cement. 
By the flypticJd Balfam of Bacchus. 

IV. 

What work there is made, by the news-paper trade. 
Of this man and t'other man's ftation ; 
^ The Ins arc all bad, and the Outs are all mad. 
In and Out is the cry of the nation i 

The politic patter. 

Which both parties chatter. 
From bumpering freely fiian't (hake us ; 

With half- pints in hand. 

Independent we'll ftand. 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 

V. 

Be your motion well tim'd, yoi/re charg'd and yoa'rs 
prim'd. 

Have a care ! — Right and left, and make ready — 
Right hand to glafs joiq — at lips, reft the wine — 

But be in your exercife ileady. 
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Our levels we boaft. 
When our women we toaft. 

May giaciouily they undertake us ; 
No more we deiire. 
So drink and give Ere^ 

And Volley to Beauty and Bacchits* 


•M^M*. 


SONG XXXIX. 

THE TIMES. 

t 

Tune,— ^nctf on a Time, 'twas long ago. 

Good people all, both great and fmall. 

And eke, and aye, and alfo ; , 
'Pray lend an ear, and you ihall hear. 

And then I need not bawl Tq. 
There was a Time, when times were good. 

The antient Bard in rhime fings ; 
So ufe Time well, 'tis Time we fhould. 

We ihould fo, did we time things. 

II. 
But oat of Time, and out of Tune, 

We helter fkelter go forth j 
Sometimes too late, foj^ietimes tpo foon. 

Good lack-a-day, and fo forth. 
We give great folks the greateft crimes. 

They can afford to father 'em. 
Sat fo impartial are the Times, 

We're guilty, omnium gatherum, 

E 2 
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. III. 

For Fox-hunting, boldly Backs embrace. 

But Sportfmen^of difcernmenty 
Abroad will chufe a Nabob's Chace^ 

Or hunt at home preferment. 
To hunt the Statefman who's in play. 

When Patriots caft-about Sir, 
A Penfion ftops the Hark-away, 

And fo the Field's flung oat Sir. 

IV. 
In fttch place-tempting Times as thefe^ 

Upright be our intentions ; 
111 fare the Loon whofirHr took Fees, - 

And Him who firil paid Peniions. 

Yet fine-cures we'll not abufe. 
Nor their illuftrious Givers, 

We quarrel now, 'caufe we can't chufe 
Who fliou'd be the Receivers. 

V. 
Dear Engliftimen and Country- folks. 

Don't give yourfelves uneas'nefs. 
Nor mind the flouts, the ihouts, the Jokes, 

But only mind your bus'nefs. 
Woa'd one mind one; the Kingdom throV 

And work within his ftation. 
At home he'll And enough to d% 

And not undo the Nation. ' 
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VI. 

So to conclnde, and makef an end, 

OC'this nice-didion'd ditty , 
Indeed 'tis Time, the Times fhou'd mend» 

In Country, Court, and City. 
For our good Qutcn our fong we'll fing, — 

May ihe ne'er wake nor ileep ill ; 
And next, my lads, — God blefs the King, 

And all his faithful people. 


S O N G XL. 

AD INFINITUM. 

Tunef -» Which nobody can deny* 

I. 

Since Life'ibut a jeHi let us follow this rule, 
Thtre*s nothing fo pUafant as playing the Fool; 
In town Ve may pradlicei as well as at fchool, 

, Which nobody can deny* 

.II. 
The World turns about, the fame things oVr and o'eri 
We fool it ; our forefathers fool'd it before : 
They did what we do, which our fons will encore. 

' m. 

Life's but a half holiday, lent us to (tare ; 
We wander, and wonder, in Vanity's fair; 
AU baby«iike bawling for each bauble there. 

E3 
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IV. 

If Denial (hou'd follow a Lover's reqoeft. 

Like a tooth-cutting child he's a trottbleibme gneft. 

Till the chit by his deary is hnih'd to her breaft; 

V. 
When Difcontents dare againft Conrt-fervice riot. 
The Minifter, nurfe'likey prepares pmper diet ; . 
They've Penfions for Pap, then the urchins are quiet. 

VI. 
We, childfen-Uke, covet the glitter of gay things. 
Make racquet for ribbonds, and fuch fort of play-things ; 
Which we cannot have tho' — without we can fay things. 

yii. ' 

But before we can fay, we ihould fee how things go^ 
if the Market is high^ or M^ority low. 
Then, juft at the felling^price, give Yes, or No. 

vm. 

We take, or are all in our turns taken in ; 
The Woi^ldy to be fure, 'tis a fhame and a fm. 
Might foon be much better, — but who will begin. 

IX. 

Each age has its foUy^ ours is diflipation. 

Enfeebling— but why all this dull declamation ? 

If weaken'd, we'll drink to the Strength of the NatioQ« 

X. 

Allowing things wrong, Sir, which way (hall we right *cin ? 

'Tis Taje to hear godd things,^ 'tis tdfiy to flight 'em : 

It was, is, and will be ib, ad Infinitum, 

Which nobody can deny* 
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SONG XLL 

THE RAREE SHEW. 

Tuoe,— -ATbw w^refrujrom College RulcSf 

I. 

E Town's a Raree-Shew, fome fay, 

A rare ihew for projedors : 
"What pity 'tis, we fpoil the Play 

For want of better Adors. 
Sut fometimes in, and fometimes out, 

'Tis To upon all (lagea $ 
Folks will not mind what they're about;^ 

Bat only mind the Wages. 

n. 

ilmong the imk^YO aitSt 

Chief is an Ador's fciencf i 
ExpreiBve Heads, and feeling Heart«» 

With Nature form alliance. 
Behind the fcenes, tho' Party rage, 

CaprjcCf and Adulation, 
•With Slander '^ hat we know the Stage 

Shou'd reprefent the Nation. 

in. 

A Reprefentative indeed ! - 

As Players make believe, Sir,-^ 
In this World's Drama, to fucceed. 

'Tu as you can deceiTc, Sir. 

£ 4 
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Y'ou may be caoght, by face or drefs. 

Before yoa come to know folks ; 
But then the Counterfeits confefs. 

They're all-— hot merely Shew-folks» 

» • - ■ 

IV. 
Moil aim great Charaders to hit. 

Pride {pouts as Public Spirit, 
Pert DuUrufs is miftook for Wit, 

And Silence want of Merit. 
Some ftudy the Informer's arts, 

Then. Power their fide efpoufes ; 
Some play the Pimps, and Flatterers parts. 

In hopes to have full houfes. 

V. 

We title this fame Droll we fhew> 

The Humours of the Nation '^^ 
Extremely high, extremely low. 

Endemic Di£ipation« 
The World ! — What by that word we meaii» 

Is felf and felf *s difguifes ; 
A bufy, lazy, Lottery Scene, 

Where Folly fills up Prizes^ 

VI. 

Whatever we think, whatever wc fay. 

Whatever we are'purfning. 
Is o'er and o'er the felf- fame play 

Of doing and undoing. • 
Life's vegetation ripes and rots, 

'Till duft to dufl returning ; 
So let us fprinkle well our fpots 
And drink from Night to Momxng. 
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SONG xm. 

THE CONNOISSEUR. 

Tune -^ Majks all. 

JL O excel in Bon Ton both ^ Genius and Critic^ 
And be quite the thing. Sir, Imtnenfc Scientific} 
On all exhibitions give fentence by guefs. 
With ihrugs and flolen phrafes that fentence exprefi* 

Sing tantararara Tafte alL 

. II. 

The money you iquander your judgment confirms. 
You need not know Science, repeat but the terms. 
The labour of Learning belongs to the poor. 
Do but pay — that's enough for a True Connoijfcur* 

• \ III. 

As to ShakefpearCy ov'Purcdl^ why you m^y allow 
They were^ zveU-enougk once — but they will not do now* 
Admit Newton clever, — juft clever, — that's all ; 
And formerly, fiaith, we might fancy Wfthe^halL 

iv: 

When Lord of the Feaft,- *midft your Parafite Group, 
You're the flate of Conceit, an4 low Forgery's dupe. 
All artiAs (but Englifh ones) praife and procure. 
By your band of Bear-leaders you're dubb'd Connoijeurm 

For Words, when you're loft, 'fill the blank with Grimace, 
And Pantomime Scorn by your power of Face. 
1/ Merit dares fpeak, and he's known to be poor. 
Knock him down with- a Bett, then your triumph's feciire. 

Es 
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Vi. 

With high-vamiih'd mafters, and bronzM buHos grac'dj 
Your houie» like a toy-fbop, is lutnber'd in Tafte. 
Ally all are Antiques, Cktronio procares. 
For who darea deceive fuch compleat Connoijfeurs ? 

VII, 
The Worth of a man, fay the Wife is his Pence : 
>Twas faid fo, and fo it will centnries hence. 
Then Money's the thing ; the Grand Pimp that procoret* 
PuH work for the Wits, when fhe forms Connoijfeurs. 

Sing tantarararaTafle all* 


^•i 


SONG xun. 
HERE GOES. 

Tonet — To &lgh or Complain. 

C O ME care-airing Mirth . , 

From Wifs bower forth. 

Bring Humour^ your brother, along, 
HofpitaUty^s hej:e. 
And Harmony near, 

To chorus droll Scntimeni's fong. 

IL 

In Comedy trim, 

Jfoke^ Gefiure^ and Whim^ 

With Trios will keep up the baD ; 
Py order of Tafie 
We open the feaft. 

Of Intndpiip in liberty-^Hail, 


*4 


. WhoU Prcfident be ? 
Unanimity 9 fee 

He's order'd to fit ssottr holl ; ' 

My Lord Common Serife, , 
With pains and expenfe. 

Introduced him to give <Htt idke tttt£U 

IV. 

Tho' Scandal we hate. 
Only good we hold great. 

Nor any for Title^s-&kt fm(t% 
Unworthy's that name. 
No Merit can claim > 

But what Genealogies taife. 

V- 

If in this Anno we 
Wou'd Felicity fee, 

I'll demonftrate hem eafy we couM : 
Change fault-finding elves 
. To mending ourfelves. 

Then things, might feon be at they fliou^d* 

VI. 

Some Wives read their mates- ► • 
Curtain-Le£lure debates, 

And wonder they're not underlteod ; * ' 
The Hufband's perplex'd. 
And the Lady is vex'd, 

'Caufe everything's not as it ihbu*(i 

E 6 
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VII. 
If Penfion, or Place, 
Is the gift of His Grace, 

Refufal woxf.d be over-nice. 
Plumb- pudding on board. 
And prefs'd by my Lord, 

Who wbu'd not <u>me in for a Aice } 

Via. 

Corruption's the cry, 
Oppoiition runs high. 

Yet who can help laughing to fee, . 
Tho' FaOion's fo big 
Amh Tory and Whig, ' j ■ . , : 

In one part both Pardes agree. 

IX. 

For the Kingdom of Man, 
Divifion's the plan.. 

By the law* pf the Cyprian Courts 
The Ladies muft yield. 
When our Standard we weild. 

And what we advance they fiipport* 

For a Bumper I call, <-« 
Here's the SovWdgn of All, 

The Spring from which all honour flow?^ 
From thence we all came. 
So we go to the fame, 

Here'stto it, and to it^Here goes* 
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SON G LXIV. 

THE DIVORCE. 

Tune,— ^/ii Women we arCf and as mfe in the Chair* 

In O more let dcfefitiohs of Wedlock be blam'd. 
To be fure of grave Cato yoa*ve heard ; 

In morals more flri£l not a man con'd be nam'd. 
Yet his Wife to a friend he transferred. 

II. 
In Ronie they encouraged no Trials cnm* con* 

In France, Cuckold^making's a Jefl; 
And, I truft, in few years^ by the help of h^i ton. 

We ihall: be as polite as the beii« 

III. 

*Tb vaftly immcnfe I and tnoft horridly lozo I 

When a month after marriage is paft. 
That the Hufband ihould be fi^ch a Fright not to know 

His Lady's aifedions can't laft. 

IV. 
For, broken in Fortune, and ruin'd in Healthi 

To patch up both Perfon and Purfe, 
His Honour addrefTes £6me Citizen's Wealth, 

And the Daughter accepts, as his Nuife* 

V. 

Too oft, for the fake of a Title impure, 
Doom'd Beauty is forc'd from her vows. 

To unite with a Blank, for upon the Grand Touf 
Foreign Vice had difabled the Spoufe. 
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VI. 

In defence of t&e Fair, Satire openly fbunds. 

And forbids the vague Spendthrifts , to roam ; 

Wives have -too madi ftock lying dead on their hzAds 
When Huibands are Bankrupts at home. 

VI. 
Cenfure no muried Dame, as the Trade's ib decreat'd^ 

Heavy ImtereA, Principal ck^s ; 
When Ladies have fiirniOi'd an exquifite feaft. 
Mull their dainties be thrown to the dogs? . 

Vffl. 

Then DivorUf^^hat we laugh at fuck fiivoloos tkingSt 
Having here no inten&on ta part i -^ 

We ar» wed to oar Wine $ Wiae regen'rates tke iprisgv 
Of that felf-moying mufcle the Heart : 

IX. 

Though to Wine we are wed, yet we do not think fiC 

To be tied down fbr better for zuorfi. 
If our landlord Adultery dares to commit. 

At once we demand a Divorce, 

X. 

But at preftnt I hope, with an £nglllhmdn*s eafe> 
We enjoy both our Wine and our Wives ; 

By Liberty blefsM, with the pleafure to pleafe. 
May wc live all the days of our lives* 
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SONG XLV. 

A SIMPLE PASTORAL^ 

To a very fimple Tunc of'^Chriftmas now is coming 

Aurora, Lady gity. 

Hides her face in blufhes ; 
Budding, blanching May, 
Whitens hawthorn buihes. 

IL 

See the Clouds tranfparent. 

See the Snnihine rifing ; ^ 
London Rakes, I warranty -^ ' • 

Wou'd think this furprizing. 

in. 

See the Sturdy Swains, 

Trenching-ploughs are holdingi 
Some on pebbly plains, 

Laft night's pens unfolding* 

IV. 

How the Swine-yards woo ? 

How the Herds are lowing ? 
While the Pigeons coo. 

Barn-door fowls are crowing* 

V. 

Here are Florals dreffings, * 

Air-fiird perfume here is. 
Here Pomona*s bleilings. 

Here the gifts of Cires* ' \ 
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VI. 
Hark! the tinkling Rills, 

And the babbling Fountains ; 
Cafcade o'er the hills, 

tumble down the mountains • 

- vir. ' 

See! at welcome Wakes, . 

Shew-folks Fire-eating ; 
While, with Ale and Cakes, 

Jack his Gill is treating. 

VIIL 
Hark! the diflant Drum, 

LaiTes all look frighted ; 
But, when Soldiers come. 

Girls how you're delighted. 

- XL. 
Night her fhutters clofmg. 

All the village fUll is. 
Save where, unrepofing, 

Captain calls on Thiliiu y ■ 

While (he lets her Spade in. 
Shooting ftars are failing. 

Farmers Dogs are barking^ 
Comets dreadful trailing. 

For to Scholars thinking. 
Omens muil be telling; 

Whether worlds are unking. 
Or if waifts are fwelUng. 


(>^ 


^ 1 
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XIL 

Bat, my Lads and Lades, 
Mind a friend's advifings. 

Let us fill our glafTe^ 

To our Falls and Rifings. 


SONG.' XLVL 

THE CABAL. 

Tune, — Long time with the Graces fair Venus f £?c« 

. I. . . . 

Why Ihou'd you, lov'd Senfible, fliou'd you be pate. 

The portrait of Grief you appear ; 
Yea look like yon' Lily that droops in the vale» 

With my Lip^ let me wipe off that tear. 

IL 

ft 

Difdain a reply to Malignity's tongnc* 

Let Patience to Clamour fubmit ; 
It is better that Slander ihoa'd fay you wai wrong, 

ThaQ that you the wrong ihou'd commit. 

in. 

The Atheift, if really fuch madmen exift. 

Belief will delirious decry. 
In Infidel Doubtlngs pretend to perfift, 
. What they cannot conceive they deny. 
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IV. 
Thus fome of your fcx, old and ugly, will rail». 

Like Atheifb all goodnefs they doubt/ 
Iniiiliiig men may o'er all beauties prevail, 

Becaufe themfelves could not hold out. 

V. 

You muft pardon the cry, think not ftrange what I fay^ 

They Mercy from you muA receive ; 
Be it known to your tendemefs, 'tis the world's way. 

Who injure will never forgive. 

VI. 

Smile, fmile^and fmile on, let Day beam on your facc^ 

To Oblivion be Obloquy hurPd ; 
By the bett you're belov'd^ thou fair figure of Grace» 

So laugh at the reft of the world. 


SONG XLVir. 


THE (ly E S T I N* 


Tune,— 7<? j^fe^ me the more, and io change the dutljcene. 

I. 

Suppose Twelve has ftruck, wherefore pray all 

this fuft t 
Next time 'twill flrike lefs, what are Hours 16 us ? 
Let the Sun rule the day, and the Moon mark the night t 
Without Rules, or Schopls, fure we know when we're right. 


-J 
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n. 

The Inf 'rencc from hence which I draw, but fii-ft drink,-« * 

A Bumper's the beft preparation to think : 

I infer, nay affirm, and with me yon muft join. 

Life's not Life without Love, Love's not Love without Wine* 

nL 

This Truth I'll maintain, thus maintaining my poft. 
And give in this bumper a Truth for my toaH. — 
I'm fure to be pledg'd by each Lafs-loving Youth, 
Here's a Bruiher, my Bucks, to the fam'd nakid Trutltk 

IV. 

At firft we are into this world puU'd and teazM ; 
At our getting, Papa and Mama may be pleasM ; 
But as to OS Babes, Natnre^s multiplication, 
Begot for diverfion, we're born in vexatton. 

• V. ' 

We are Fools in green youth, mankind ripe into Knaves^ 
Grey hairs turn ta Money, or MiHreffes Slaves ; 

To our burial from birth, pafCve obje6ts of F^ar, 
Keep the door ihut, and don't let that 5cru3 flip in here* 

« 

VI. 

Let Ill-will abuie us, HypocrtTy bawl. 
Vain-zeal the cry join, we join laugh 'gainU them alL 
Self-denial may fermonize. Temperance teaze* 
We live as. we like— let them live as they pleafc* 
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VIL 

Our Voyage is Pkafuic, Hope hoifts up the Sail, 
Our Pilot is Inftina, Defire the Gale ; 
To Beauty we're bound, we've Bacchus on board,, 
Our Guns by Love loaded, Enjoyment's the Word. 


SONG XLVIIL 

THE SONGSTER'S HORN-BOOK. 

Tune, — ^//y Crokcr. 

GkEAT a was alarm'd at B's bad behav^our^ 
Becaufe he refus'd C, D, £, F, favour, 
G, got a Huiband, with H, I, K, and L, 
Mf marry'd Mary and fcholars taught to fpell. 

A b c d e f g h i k 1 m» &c« 

II. 

It went hard at firft with N, O, P, and Q^ 

With R, S, T, JingU and alfo doubk U. 

With X and Y it ftuck in their gizzards, 

'Till they were made friends by the Two crooked Izzarda* 

IK, 

This A, B, C, tho' fo little it !• thought about. 
Each Change in the World, by its power ha$ brought about i 
'Tis the ground-work of Wifdoiji, of Science the Key, Sir, 
What can a man know, who don't know ABC? Sir, 
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IV. 

Some Fidlers, in'drefs, pretend to ape their betters. 
They had better mind their Horn -book and Study all 

their letters; 
Their Knowledge now no farther goes, from ABC, Sir, 
To the four more letters call'd, D, £, F, and G, Sir. 

■ V. . • 

As to Words 'tis not worth while to mind their predfiotl^ 
If we through the Gamut can run a diviiion ; 
The Annals of England, to our ihame, will tell ye. 
That Newton was nothing to fine Farincllu 

VI. 

H6w ravifliing that fwell I what fweet Symphonia ? 
What CantabUis ? what Taftt 9 AH car a divind I 
chi gufto the voice of Signior StiftiniUi, 
Miltonic the language of Taa titti tuttu 

VII. 

As infers will clofter round pots full of honey. 
Imported illiberals fwarm.for our money. 
Senfe ^s fcar'd off by Sound, and Trafh over Taftc glories, 
Only Shew 'tis fucceeds now, Tempora, Moris I 

viir. 

This ABC excufe without Ceremom, 

My hoarie voice and harmony is not Unifonu 

If you cenfure my finging, for cenfure is free, Sir^^. 

As a SongHer, remember, Pm but in A B C, ^ir. 

Abcdefghikl m, &c. 
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SONG LXIX, 

COMMON S E N S £• 

Tune, — 0«« Morning young Roger accofted me thus* 

One night having nothing to do — nor to drink, 
I began a new pradice, and that was to think ; — 
What my fubjeft Ihoii'd be, kept me fome time in doubt, 
I confider*d, at laft — what we all were abou t. 

IL 

Such Frauds and fuch fradions, fuch follies, fuch fiffions. 
Such out-of-door clamours, and in contractions ; 
What muft this be owing to ? why ? or from whence ? 
What is it we want ? — why, we want Common Senfe. 

III. 
O yes ! who can tell us where Common Senfc dwells 
Docs it burnifh Gold Roofs, or ftrew RuJhes in Cells ? 
Does it beam in the Mine ? does it fwim in the Sea ? 
Does it wing the wide Air ? does it blofToin die Tree ? 

IV. 

f If folks wou'<l zcct^i Common Senfe as their gueft. 
With Meum and Tuum at home they'll be blefs'd. 
Not Lunatic Lacqueys run mad up and down. 
Nor mind any buiinefs but what was their own. 

V. 

But which is the way to find Common Senfe out ? 
She feafts not on Turtle ; — cuts in at no rout ? — 
Get the Tub Cynic's lanthom, we won't mind expencc. 
But look by its light, 'till we fyy Common Senfe. 
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VL 

If Chance fhe is feen^ tho' for fear we miftake her, 
She's natively neat, like a lovely young Quaker. 
Pure Beauty, defpifing falfe Drapery's aid. 
And Common Scnfc fcorns all pedantic parade* 

vn. 

Let us firft call at Court, but, perhaps, we intnidej 
*Twas told fo by Mifs AffeHation^ the Prude ; 
There Faihion forbids the free ufe of the mind» 
What can Cowmon Senfc fay in a place fo jrefin'd f 

VIII. 

Then at Church ! to be fure. Common Senft there fucceeds^ 

Unlefs Superfiition fhould choak it with weeds i 

And tho' Injtdtlity dares a pretence. 

She's eafily vanquifh'd by plain Common Senfc* 

IX. 

When I mentioned the Church, you expe&ed at leaft. 
In the common-place mode, fome flale joke 'gainft a Pnefi% 
That a laugh I ihou'd raife, at the Clergy's expence. 
But he who wou'd wifh it, muft want Common Senfi. 

X. 

As to Trade, no accounts can be wdl kept widiouf her. 
Yet Stock-jobbers fay they know nothing about her. 
Bear witnefs 'Change- Alley — the Omri^ums declare^ 
Common Senft (hall for ever be under Par there. 
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XL 

Come, ril give you a Toaft, if I give no offence— 
Here's the Scnlitive Plant, and the Root Common Senfc. 
Here's Love's Magic Circle, which all Senfes binds. 
And Delicate Pleafores to fenfible Minds^ 


SONG L. 

A FORE-CASTLE SONG. 

Tune, —m.Hox» happy cov,*d I be mth titker, 

L . 

_ « "• 

Do you fee, as a Sailor, I'll heave off 

A- bit of a fong in my way. 
But if you don't like it I'll leave off, 

X foon can my bawling belay. 
Odd Lingos Muficianers write in. 

Concerning Flats^ Sharps^, 2x16, all that; 
'^c Seamen are Jharp in our fighting, 

And as to the Frenchmen they're ^a^. 

Ontlandifh folks tickle your ears 

With Solos, and fuch fort of fluff. 
We Tars have no more than Three Cheers, 

Which French folks think* mufic enough. 
Through Canada lotfdly 'twas rung. 

Then echoed oh Senegal's fliore. 
At Gaudaloupe merrily fung. 

And Martinique chorus'd Encore. 
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III. 

At Havre we play'd well our parts, 

Tho' oar Game they pretended to feoff. 
For Tramps we tum'd up Englifh Hearts, 

They threw down their Cards and fheer'd off. 
They have met with their match now they feel. 

Their Shuffling and Cutting we check ; 
They were lurched at Crown Pointy and loft DeaU 

And faith they got Jlamm*d at Quebec. 

IV. 

Our Mofic gave French folks the vapours. 

It took an odd turn on Conflans ; 
We knew they were all fond of Capers, 

So fet up an old Engliih Dance. 
*Twas Britons Jlrike home that we founded* 

By the ftrength of- that tune they were trounc'd, 
The Tiddidols looking confounded, 

While Hazcke faith their feather-heads pounc'd. 


V. 


Our inibuments always do wonders. 

From Round- tops we give ferenades ; 
Our Organs are twenty-four pounders. 

Our Concerts are briik Connonades. 
For Cooks, thof the French folks arc neater,- 

Our medes they never can beat. 
Our Difhes have ib much Salt-petre» 

And as to ov^BaUs thty^re forced-meat. 

F 


i 
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VI. 

God blcfs our King George, with Three Cheers , Sirs, 

And God blefs his Confort, Amen* 
In paft times we've drabb'd the Moanfeers^ Sirs, 

For pa(Hme we'll drub them again. 
There's one thing I have more to Cay, — Tho* 

Beyond feas, my boys, we'll o'ercome. 
If you'll give Old England fair play tho'. 

And keep yoorfelves quiet at home* 


SONG LT. 

THE WHIM. 

Tune,— 7/" 7 everJhou*d knozo^ and that KnoruUgde irnf^art. 

I. 

That the World is a Stage, and the Stage is a School, 
Where fome ftudy Knaves parts, and feme play the Fool, 

Was faid, and again ib we fay ; 
For as the World's round, and rolls round about. 
Old fafhions come in, and hew fafhions go out. 

As Vanity drefles the Play. 

II. ^ 
Da not ferioufly think of thefe whimfical times. 
But fing iOr fay fomething in whimfical rhime8,<-— 

The World's but a Whim, and all that ; 
I mean not the World which revolves on the poles. 
But the Animal World, made up of odd Souls, 

The fons and the daughters of Chat. 


C 99 } 

m. 

For a new Exhibition their Portmts we'll plan. 
And Pen and Ink Lifcenefles iketch if we can» 

Where all may their fcmblances. fee ; 
Tho* folks of fine breeding, iramenfely polite* 
Their own faces finilh with Rouge and Flake White> 

And leave no employment for me* 

IV. 

Let as tenderly take off thole mafki* and their cures 
Attempt, by expofing fach caricatures 

In Imp4nrtiaiUy*B Hall ; 
But if the gaird finner fhou'd wince at a line. 
And cry, ** Curfe the fellow ! — the pidure's not n^ae**^ 

The Prime-ferjeant Painter we'll call. 

V- . . 

ConUi Satyr, ajift me^ my projtH is new* — 
The Demi'beafl, grinnuig» his range of reeds blew. 

And this was his Symphony's Song : ~- 
•• Shou'd I fing of thefe Times, or in profe or in verfe* 
** Weak things, but not wicked ones I (hou'd.rehearfe, 

** A medley betwixt Right and Wrong. 

VI. 


cc 


This Mrz is much foo infipid for me. 
Futility's only in pradice Ifee, 

" Unworthy one ftroke of my lafh ; 
** The faihion is Folly, let Folly go on, 
" To ihew Senfc fubfides, and True Tafte to Bon Ton, 
«< And Genius is baniih'd for Trafh." 

F 2 


t lOO ] 

vn. 

Difdain frown'd his brow, redd'ning Rage his eyes call> 
Contempt o'er his coontenance fpread as he paft. 

No more Diffipation he'll fchool ; 
We'll be quite the thing then, as life's but a toy, 
A bobble in which we can only enjoy 

The Pleafure of playing the Fool. 


SONG LII. 

THE S C U R V Y. 

* t 

Titoc,— -EVr Phahtis JhaU pHp on thtfnjh budding Jloto^rs* 

I. 

xL VE tempted to err, ill betide the fad time,^ 

Ye modern wives pity her fall. 
Since we. her fons fufier for Grandmamma's crime. 

The Scurvy has tainted as all. 

'II. 

To curb die contagion which putrlfies Here, 

In vain have the Faculty try'd ', 
Its pcftilent fymptoms oiFenfive appear 

In vulgar Erruptions of Pride. 

lU. 
For all Pride is low, 'tis a Cancerous Brain, 

A Poornefs or Fdulnefs of £lood ; 
The want of Sound Senfe renders wretches infant 

Who are lifted above what they ihoa'd. 


■ 
J 
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TV. 

Epidemic PrognofHcs appear in c^ch State, 

Where Mtaniufs in* office is placed, 
Who/curvify ape the odd airs of tkc Greati 

And fancy Ill*breeding is Tafte. 

V. 

But when their high mighty Superiors approachj 

The malady takes a new torn ; 
As abjectly theii the' ba(e Scurvy things crouch^ 

As before they were bloated with Scorn. 

VI. 
With Artifts the Seurty of Envy appears* 

When Comates they coldly commend ) 
Nay» oft it breaks out In illiberal fneers, 

And poifons the Fame of a Friend. 

VII. 
Shou'd Genius a vifit to Gnatnefs prefame, 

Hc'n/curmfy ofier'd a Chair ; 
Difdain marks the Things in the Vifitbg-room» 

Who wonder the Fright ihoa*d come there. 

VIII. 
Be proady if yon pleafe> ye gay Groups of Conceitt 

Still flatters be venaU and vam ; 
We know what ye feel, what ye pay for each treat. 

And we know too-— Ye dare not complain. 

IX. 

With unmeaning gaxe pampevM Wealth wheel'd along. 

With the Scurvy of Vanity fwellM, 
Took the fnuf of Contempt at the more worthy throng. 

By whom he's with pity beheld. 

Fj 


X. 

Come vuek-ey'd H^viility, Itni me Ay handi 
Humanity deign me thy aid* 
. InfiruA me, that I may myfelf andetflaad 

Not to fcorn thofe my Maker has made. 
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O K, 


I KNOW WHO. 

Tune — Tho' Aujtria - and Ruffia, France, Flanders^ 

" and Pruffia. 

C LEO PATRA the gay, as old ftorics declared- 
Put MarA AMhefny oft to die ront : 
That the Lover was fond, and tke Lady was bit 
No modertt aimm|^ «s will doi^t, 
Bttt yet I iafid 

Our own Times are the befl* 
Antiquity ! what can that do. Sir ^ 
« Cou'd Liviop or Lais^ 
FmftinOf. or TAow, 
Compare to.th^ fio^e «>«-«- / knaw wA^, Sir? 

Let Placemftiv i^eceivey^ and fet Patriots ^^fp^kn 

And raife unfor|^ying. diSentjoo^ ^ 
A Miftrcfe's- Arm^ is ^ Poft I won'd chufe, 

A Bottle and F/ieod are my Ponfioivi* 
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Preferments at Coort 

Are Minifters ffwrty 
When they fee what to gain them folks do> Sir ; 

They may Boroaghs xroaunand^ 

I wifh only to ftand 
As Member for fine — — / knaw taho. Sir. 

IIL 

• - • 

PolTeilbrSy AfTefTors^ envelope the miad 

With Ethics of old Arifioilei 
The Le/ToQ of Nature^ to tatoc Mankind^ 
Is '—Beauty fublim'd by a Bottle. 

The bed in the College, 

Who boaft of their Enpwledge« 
The Science Jupreme never knew* Sir» 

Unlefs they can provey 

That a Led^ure of Love 
They have had with the fine——/ know whot Sir, 

IV. 

Yon this or that fyflem embrace or ttje^. 

As Philofoph/s Aihion is roling ; 
Bttt look in her &ee and you'll find an efiSeA 
Beyond Eledricity's fooling. 
Tho' fparks there arife. 
What are they to her eyes ? 
And as to what touching can do. Sir, 
It is all but a joke. 
When compared to the ftroke 
That is given by fine — — I know whoy Sirk 

F4 
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V. 

The Atoms of CarUs Sir Ifaac deftroyM ; 

Ltbnifz pilfer'd our Countryman's Fluxions ; 
Newton found out Attraction, and prov'd Nature's void^ 
Spite of prejudiced Pknum*s conilrudions. 

Gravitation can boaft. 

In the form of my Toaft, 
More power than all of them knew. Sir ; 

What Feliow, or Soph, 

Will in Tangents fly off 
From the Center of fine •^— - / kTiow who. Sir f 

VI. 

Ye fenfible Socials who dare, now and then. 
To laugh at fome Folks in this Nation, 
'Tis Beauty which fculptures us Blocks into MeOji 
To Beauty then make a Libation. 

Poor Lovers may prize, 

Lips, Legs, Arms, and Eye^ 
Such piece-meal preteniions won't do. Sir ? 

No Part fhall be loft 

When I mention my Toaft, — 
** Here's the Who li of the fine— — /Anaw who, Sir,^ 
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S O N G LIV. 

MAY. 

Tnne^— '^ beautiful Face, and a Form without Fault 

JljLEA K Winter is drove, by zoarm toinds, to the North, 
And Spring's early pencil gay colours the Earth : 
Each BloJ^om expands its pied leaves to the Day, 
Creation's new cloaih'd in the Livery of May. 

11. 

As thos, in Soliloquy, rambling along, 
I look'd tow'rds the Wood, there I heard a fWeet Song ; 
The Leaves gently fann'd to and fro' by the breeze. 
The Air a foft Symphony play'd thro' the trees. 

III. 
As a Hoand after Hare the long meadow o'erleaps. 
It was fomething like Love which gave fpeed to my fteps j 
I beat thro' the Thicket, upon the Game fprung. 
And too foon had a view of the Syren who fang. 

IV. 
Oh ! how my heart beat, how alarm'd was my pride^ 
To behold a young Ruflic '^'dxlofe at her fide ; 
They toy'd ami they prattled, 'twas innocent play. 
Their rofy cheeks fpoke all the warmth of new Ma^» 

V. 

The Lad and the Lafs look'd like Eden's iiWi: pair^ 

And I, fcowling Hood, juft as Satan did there. 

Her Tendernefs hateful, his Fondnefs as bad. 

But their give-aad-take Kiffings,— O God 1 -«-I grew mad» 


I 
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VL 
I turnM from the fights then returnM in deipaiiV 
And pretended a cure by defpifing the Fair ; 
On both beftow'd cnrles/ went raving away. 
Bat I.ilopp'd at eiach ftep, nor couM go, nof cott'd fiay^ 

VII. . 
Home heavily fighing, I halted aloi^» 
Each Bird jarr'd my Head with it9 diiTonant Song ; 
The late pleaiipg Landicapes appeared in decay* 
The Scene to December was chamg'd from new May* 

vin. 

In my books I expelled fome Noftrum to find* 
But Learning *gaxa^Love has fmall (hare in the Mind« 
No Morals I met there the wonder cou'd work> 
But IniHd fuggefied -^ to draw a long Cork. 

IX. 

As Sorrow is dry, the befl thing I cou'd do. 

To make my Cure perfect, was — drawing ont Two : 

So Wine before Wenching hereafter I'll fey. 

For Wine's good in all Months, as well as in May^ 


wm 


SONG LV. 

THE BRITON'$ WISH, 

Tune, — Daniel Cooper. 

^WoU'D you know the way that Eve 

In Eden was caught tripping, 
Arch Satan 'twitch'd her by the fleevei 

And (hcw'd a Golden Pippin ; 
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Tempted by th* alluring chariSy 

'Twas faid ihe ill-us'd Adam, 
And ever iince the fame alarm 

Bewitches Miss and Madam. 

IL 

The Dad of Danae was a Dolt, 

To lock a Woman's will in ; 
A Guinea Shower, burft each boU» 

Mils op'd her lap for filling. 
Aik Beauties, who for Chapmen wait. 

What 'tis they chiefly wifh for. 
They'll own, tho' moil men take their baitr 

'Tis only Gold they fifh for. 

iir. 

But why ihou'd Women bear the blame. 

When Men, both out and in. Sir, 
Will gamble at the Golden Game, 

Nor care they how they win. Sir, 
Arts, Science, Office, Trade, confefs 

Mean mercenary dealings. 
All Reas'ning Bipeds, more or lefs. 

Shew felfiih fellow-feelings. 

IV. 
Etediion Agents truth difgrtce. 

They've made this an unfound age ; 
To Brothels brought fair Freedom's face^ 1 

And, Pandar^like, took poundage*- 
But henceforth Britons may we fhew. 

In Bribes no more our truil is,. 
But nobly independent go. 

And only vote for Joftice*. 

F 6 
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V. 

O Thou ! from wKom each Blefling {pnngs. 

Earth, Seas, and Skies dire^or. 
To whom we owe the bed of Kings, 

fie his, be our Prote£ior. 
The Tyrant, arm'd with Terror's icourge^ 

Awes fubjed flaves t'approve him. 
But free-born Britons bow to GEOKCEy 

For in our hearts we love him* 

VL 
Dear Liberty, Celeftial Fire, 

Remain here unconfuming ; 
May that fpark catch, to Son from Sire^ 

From Age to Age illuming. 
For this is ev'ry Briton's fong. 

This all we wifh to be boys ; 
Let Life be fhort, let Life be long. 

But let that Life htfree boys. 


SONG Lvr. 
MUTUAL LOVE. 

Tunc,— i4i Chloe onfiowers recUn-d, &c. 

On a Brook's graiTy brink, in the Willow's cool fhade^ 
The Primrofes prefiing, a Damfel was laid ; 
She fmil'd on the idream that roU'd limpid along. 
Beholding herfelf, whilftihe warbled this fong.— 
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II. 

The 'Squire*s fine Lady laft night he brought home; 
What! tho* in fuch gay clothes from London (he's come. 
Had I cbftly fafhions as well (hoa'd I feem. 
For fairer my face is» if Truth's in this ilream. 

III. 

Thro' Church-yard, on Sunday, as (lowly I treads 
While gaping Louts, grinning, on tombflonea are /pread> 
I hear how they praife me, I keep on my way. 
And, down-looking, feem not to heed what they fay, 

rv. 

Sometimes Lords and Captains, all over perfume. 
Will flop me, and tell me, Pm Beauty in bloom. 
That I rival the Rofe, — that I'm whiter than Snow : 
I fimper, and fimply tiy^DonH jeer ontfo-. 

V. 

They've prefs'd me, they've promis'd, nay ofier'd me gold. 
Sometimes (I affure them) they've ftrove to be bold ; 
They've talk'd of my Treafure, they've call'd it a Gem, 
To be fure fo it is, but it is not for them.. 

VL 

No ! no I 'tis for him, and 'tis only his part. 
Who's the Man of my Hope, and the Hopes of my Heart ; 
Who friendly inftruas me, who fondly can play. 
And his Eyes always fpeak what his Wiihes wou'd fay. 
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vu. 

The ranging Bee fweets from the honey cup fips. 
As fwect I taflie Love fsom, the Touch of his Lips ; 
Oft* my chedc on the fleece of my Lambkins I n&^ 
But cold is that pillow compar'd to his breaft* 

VIIL . 
'Tis here for my Fair one — her Lover reply'd. 
O'er the hedge as he leap'd, and light dropped at her fide^ 
She ilarted ! a moment Life's bloom left her face. 
But quick 'twas recall'd by the warmth of embrace. 

IX. 
She, languifhing lay in Love's tendered fcene. 
And queftion'd the Rambler where *twas he had been ? 
Why fo he wou'd fright her.-— She'd fcold him (he vow'd^ 
But a Kifs was his plea, and that plea was allow'd. 

X. 
Soon by Kifles overcome, to his tranfports (he yields, -^ 
The landfcapes were loft, and forgot were the fields f 
Each felt thofe Senfktions Sufceptibles prove. 
Who, mutually melting, exchange mutual Love*. 
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SONG LVIL 

A TIME FOR ALL THINGS. 

Tune, — / am a young Dam/el thatJlatUrs myfelj. 

Jriluh things have their Time by the Hebrew King's rule f 
What pity a Wife Man fhou'd e'er play the Fool. 
Yet weak was that Sage, who when long paft his prime^ 
Attempted with beautiful Girls to keep Tiaie* 


C »» 3 


All was Vanity then, and Vexation hw text. 

To h^ fare he wfts vain, 9^nd lus wpmen were vex'd* . 

IL 

On his own Times how^ wifely King Solomon fpoke. 

But Wifdom, ia otur Tintesy is rather a Joke. 

Who's to blame is not char, whether we or oar guides^ 

Bat equally things are ilt-dmed on all fidesr 

Like Witlings, who facri&ce all to their Am, 

We our errors enjo^, and rejoke we're onfidne* 

m. 

There's a Time to be right, tho' & oft we've been wrong | 
There's a Time for a Speech, and a Time for a Soag.*<* 
As to Song«making, foo&ebody hinted the way» 
When I nothing coi)'d do, how I fomething fhou'd iay* 
And a wifh flill to do, has my doings out-fped. 
Since all I have left, alas ! lumbers my Head.^ 

IV. 

Tum'd the comer of Forty, 'tis Time to give way ; •«*« 
But Worn^n to Wine change, and ftiU wcVe our Day. 
Doctor BibHbus fays, whether Flajk or Scotch Pint, 
As Oil to the Head, Wine the Soul will annoint. 
Embrace then the Bottles, hug clofely your Quarts ; -4 
May we have in our Arms what toe love in cur Hearts* 


SONG LVUI. 

THE VETERAN. 

t 

Tunc, — Give us ClaJJcs my Wench. 

jTuRN^D of Forty ! — what then ? — why 'twixt that 
and Threefcore, 

All the days of oor lives let us live. 
We only aik health, not a moment hope more» 

Than what Nature undodor'd will give. 

IT. 

> 

Non fum qualis etam^ in Schoolmaflei^s Lore, 
Is, our Cake wc carCt have when 'tis eat ; — 

po not turn to paft views, hot new ground gallop o'er. 
Nor pall up» for 'tis Time enough yet. 

ni. 

Ulyjfes at Forty Queen Circe embraced. 

When older Calypfo cou'd move, 
^iherials pronounc'd him a Man to their Tafie^ 

He had Health, Underftanding, and Love. 

IV. 

The Boys of this Time ne'er to Manhood arife^ 

As Shrubs cannot flrengthen to Trees. 
Afit^tion Ability's Vacuum fupplies. 

E'er of Age, they are old by Difeafe. 

V. 
Iniipld Emaciates each public place throng. — 

As Trinkets on Watch-chains are worn. 
By fine Women's fides, fhewy, rattling along. 

The Fops are for fafhk)n-fake borne. 
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VI. 

Thofe Mode-made-up Things, flutter lifehood awa/^ 
Abortions of what Britons were : 

Perpetually talk, tho' they've nothing to fay» 
Their looks are but Vacancy's ftare. 

VU. 
As nothing they think on» fo nothing they do. 

But only rife up, and lye down ; 
Inexpletive paths diffipation purfue. 

And hue and cry Life thro' the town. 

VIII. 
In the paufe of Embrace pradiis'd Beauties aver> 

That Wit keeps Defir^ alive ; 
No wonder they fenfible Forty prefer 

To Folly and faint Ttoenty-Jive. 

IX. 

No Chronics my mafcular bulwarks invade^ 

Within, prima via is right : 
Conftitution I never a Bankrupt have made, 

$0 can pay Beauty's Bill upon Sight. 

X. 

It is true we are old, — old companions we've been : 
Yet found in our Heads, and our Hearts, 

Let Wine, Wit, and Women, but open the Scence, 
We ftill can go on with our parts. 

XL 

While prompted by natural vigour to play, 

We zSi thus, encore and encore ; 
The waming-bell rung, we've no bu£nefs to Hay, 

ValctCi the Farce faith is o'er. 
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SONG LIX. 

A NEW ROASTBEEF, 

TO THE OLD TUNE. 

« 
I. ^ 

Now Old England's Flag is Commander in Chief,' 
With Mounfeer our Monarch tam'd o'er a new leaf» 
I)own» down with French DUhes, up, up with Roaft Beef» 

In Flat-bottoms, flily» thofe fchemera wcw cotAinf » 
They threaten'd Invafion, but fpite of their boafting,^ 
No Ribs of Road Beef had they ; but a Rib roafting% 

While good Englifh Beef, and good Englifh Brown Beer^ . 
Pleafe our tafles, and each day on our tables appear^ 
What more can we hope for^ or what can we fear f 

IV. 

The Spaniards once ilrove» by the ftrength of their GaM^ 
To make us keep Lent, and to turn our Girls Nuns» 
But we flill roaft our Beef, for we bafted the Dons, 

• V- 

At Minorca, indeed, tho* I fpeak it with griefs 

Our Garrifon fainted for want of relief. 

They grew out of Hopes as they grew out of BceR. 
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VI. ; 

But at Minden^ well led, why we there fac'd about. 
Right and Left, Van and Rear, Foot and Horfe, put to root | 
They woa'd be pi oar Beef^^bat, avail;, they were out. 

VIL 

To plunder our Cupboards, France fent the Breft Fleets 

We a beliy-fuU gave tbem without any meat ; 

They then fold their Plates 'canfe they'd nothing to eat. 

vm. 

We came, faw, and conquered, the French Lilies droops 
Louijbourgf Montreal^ Martinique^ GnadaloupCf 
Their Towns tot tofs'd up, juft as th^ fwalbw Soap« 

. IX. 

By the (Irength of oar Beef we oirr Bulwarks maintalnj 
As Liberty's firft-bom, and Lords of the Main ; 
And thofe deeds are witnefs'd by France and by Spain* 

All Knights, by tbtrir Titles, in: Heraldry ihine. 
Nay, Writers Romaotic have ftil'd fome divine. 
But what are their Sirs to Old England's Sir^loin f 

XL 

Let us honour this Di(h, 'tis in dignity chief. 

For gamifh will give if the noblefl relief : 

Here's LiBBRxy—LoTALTY — aye — and Roat Basjp* 

the Roafi Beef, £?c,. , 
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SONG LX. 

THE PIPE OF LOVE. 

Tune, — Blefs'd Age of Gold. 

O N £ Primrofe Time a Maiden Brown » 
Wiftiing for what wc will not fay, 

By iide of Shepherd fat her down. 

And foftly aik'd hioi, wou'd he play ? 
^lild fhone the Sun thro' Redilreak Morn, 

And glift'ning Dew-drops pearPd the grafs ] 
The Ruftic, fb-etch'd beneath the thorn. 

Grinning, reply'd^ -*- PU pUqfe thcc Lafs^ 

■:-\-u: 

All on the green field's turfy bed. 

Smiling, the fond one fell along ; 
The thick-leaf fhade her face o'erfpread* 

While, lifping, fhe began this Song. -« 
'* 'TisXove which gives Life holidays, 

«< And Love ril always take thy part ; 
•< My Sihc^hlPrd's pipe fo fweetly plays, 

*<^ It Isnds.thfi way to win my heart. 

m. 

*< The Laciies drefs'd with fihks fo fine, 

" In golden chairs to vifits go ; 
" On coftly difhes they can dine, 

** And ev*ry aight fee ey'ry fliew. 
'•« Yet, if 'lis true what fome folks fpeak, 

"* Tho& Ladies lead but lonely lives ; 
'' Hufbands are wilful, Hufbands \veak, 

** And feldom pipe to pleafe their Wives*^* 
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Blue broke the clouds^ the day yet young* 

The flowers fragrant fill'd the breeze ; 
Wanton the Lafs, half whifp'ring, fung, 

Yts^ Shepherd^ — onct more if you pkafcm 
Awaking from embrac'd delight. 

She heard her l)ame9 and dar*d not flay ; 
They kifs, they part, but firft — at Nighty 

She charg'd him, come again and play* 

V. 

His team to geer, home hy'd the Loon, 

The love-cheer'd Lafs blithe bore her Pail« 
And thus flie gave her ditty tune. 

Tripping it deftly down (he Dale, 
** Tho' Organ Pipes play mufic fine, 

** And Fountain Pipes folks run to /ec : 
** Tho* thirfty Souls love Pipes of Wine, 

" The Pipe of Love's the Pipe for me,'* 


SONG LXI. 

NOT AS IT SHOU'D BE. 

Tune, — If ^cr I incline. 

A, Coxcomb once faid 

He had Bet'*s Maidenhead, 
But *twas falfe, as I told Mr, Wou*d-hi. 

His Dodor declared, 

Impotency debarr'd, 
The Fribble was* not as hefkou'd be. 
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As Beauty is usM^ 

So Britannia's abus'd. 
How many loud Coffee-houfe prateri 

Will boafr of the weight 

Which they have in the State* 
And wov^d ht the Nation's DidUtors* 

HI. 

Such Creatures pretend 
They casi England befriend, / 

So attraft or diftrad all about thfem ; 
That, pon onnery they kti&tir 
How, whtUf what, and alfo. 

And the Miniftry can't do without them. 

IV. 

When Candidates bow, 

Patriotic they vow 
To honour, efteem, and adore us ; 

But chofe, they change foon. 

They are taught the Court Tune^ 
And chaunt in Majority's Chorus. 

■ V. • ^ 

Reproach, if you plea(e. 

May impertinent teaze, 
Rememb'rance attempt to awaken ;. 

But th' anfwer is this, 
, I thought things amifs, 
I really, my fnend^ was miftaken. 
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VL 

His Market is made. 

We all live by Trade, 
So buy or fell. Sirs — chufe you whether ; 

Rich and Poor 'tis the fame. 

Change-alley's the game, 
A job! a fad job altogether I 

VII. 

Oar Animal StulF 

Is not made of Bomb Proof, 
When Temptation's Artillery affails ; 

As the Batt'ries begin, 

We're betray'd from within. 
The Flejh over Spirit prevails. 

VJII. 

Corraption ! — that's hard — 

But, from birth to church -yard. 
What are we ? but rotting along : 

FoUy moulders our Clay, 

Each Vice has its Day, 
But — good-night — for I've done with my Song* 


SONG LXH. 

T H £ BOTTLE. 

Tune, — Pujk about the Brijk Bowl. 

Push the Bumbers about, drink my Toaft and away. 
Round the brim let the Liquor be flowing ; 

We're robbing of Life while we Drinking delay9 
So prithee, dear Brother, keep doing : 
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Here'a a Ilealth to the Mafi who for Strength feareth none. 

Who values no Mortal for Riches alone. 
Who ne'er trod on the Weak, or gave Sorrow a frown^ 

He, he's a True Son of the Bottle. 

a. 

The Science of Drinking is better by half. 

Than the Ethics of old Ariftotle ; 
I look at all Life, and at all Life I laugh. 

Except in the Life of a Bottle ; 
Let Scholiafts with Scholiafts explain and confound 

The Motion of Matter, the World's wheeling round. 
For make them once drunk, and the Secret is found. 

Such wonders are work'd by the Bottle. 

IIL 

ShoU'd Sicknefs, Defpair, and Captivity join, 

I'd equal the Ancients in thinking ; 
No cordial, noxomfbrt I'd &fk for but Wine, 

No freedom demand but for Drinking : 
Stood Death like a drawer to wait on me home. 

Or bailifF-like duril he pufli into the room, 
I'd try for a moment to tip him the hum, 

'Till I bumper'd the laft of my Bottle. 


SONG. LXIV. 

LOVE SONG. 

Tune, — Genteel is my Damon, engaging his Air, 

Le T him fond of fibbing invoke which he'll chufe, 
MarSf Bacchus, Apollo, or Madam the Mufe ; 
Great names in the claflical Kingdom of Letters ; 
But Poets are apt to make free with their Betters. 
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II. 

I fcom to fay aught,, fave the thing which Is tnie^ 
No Beauties I'll plunder, yet. give mine her due; 
She has Charms upon Churns, fuch Charms as can't 

plague you ; 
She has Charms for the Tooth-ach, and eke for the Ague. 

III. 
Her Lips ; — (he has two, and her Teeth they are white. 
And what ihe puts into her Mouth, they can bite ; 
Black and all black her Eyes, but what's worthy remark. 
They are fhnt when ihe fleeps, and ihe's blind in the dark* 

IV. 
Her Ears from her Cheeks equal diflance are bearing, 
'Canfe each fide her head (hou'd go partners in hearings 

The Fall of her Neck's the Downfal of Beholders^ 
Loye tumbles them in by the Head and the Shoulders* 

V. 
Her waift is— fo— fo, fo wafte no words about it. 
Her Heart is within it, her Stays are without it ; 
Her Breads are fo pair'd — two fach Breads when you fee^ 
You'll fwear that no woman yet born e'er had three. 

VI. 
Her Voice neither Nightingales, no nor Canaries, 
Nor all the wing'd warblers wild whiftling vagaries : 
Nor ihall I to Inflrument Mufic compare it, 
'Us likely, if you were not deaf you might hear it* 

VIL 
Her Legs are proportioned to bear what they've. carry 'd, 
And equally pair'd, as if happily marry'd ; 
But Wedlock will fometimes the beft friends divide^ 
B7 hst Spoiife (o ibe's ferv'd when he throw* theiaa£de^ 

G 
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vnr. 

Not too Tally nor too Short, bat I'll venture to fay. 
She's a very good Siase — in the Middling way. 
She's — aye, that (he is, — - ihe is all — bat Pm wrong, ' 
Her All I can't fay, for I've fang All my Song. 


S O N C LXV. 

WHAT'S THAT TO ME? 

Tune, — The dainty Dames who trip along. 

jLltE blue Clouds from the Skies are fled. 
And v^urs Cap the Mountain's Head ; 
The Lord of Day refigns his' reign. 
While Twilight uihers in her Train. 

Fut, what^s all this to me f 

II. 

9 

By Shepherds whiftling o*er the Wold, . 
The tinkling Flocks are drove to fold ; 
Her brimming Pail the Milk-maid bears. 
And hears her Love, or think (he hears — 

Yet, zvhaVs all this to me ? 

III. 
From reeking Pools the Steams afcend. 
Tall leafy Trees their fhadea extend ; 
« Evening appears in matron grey. 
And puts to blufh the rakifh Day. 

Still, what^s all this to me? 


I 
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IV. 

The flov^'jy Beds have loft their bloomy 
The verdant Grove's conceal'd in gloom^ 
The Landfcapes die upon the fight. 
And chilly ipreads the veil of n^ht. 

Well ! what's all this to mt f 
. ^ ■ Vr^* 

Tho' difmal birds begin to p'rowU 
The flitting Bat, the hooting Owl ; 
And Gioworms glimmer feeble rays. 
The link-boys of the lightfoot Fays, 

Why, . tohat*s' all this to mcf 

VI. 
Yes, yes, in truth, for when 'twas dark, . - 

A light I 'fpy'dy and blefs'd the mark ; — 
I hemm'd, and quick the cafement op'd, 
How leap'd my heart, wj feas^ch was ftopp'd. 

And,' that was much, to m^> 

VII. 
** Hifl, (cries my fair oae).ibftly creep, 
** The old folks are both M aileep, 
'< Lord 1 how our Houfe-dog makes a din ! 
*• But rU ileal down, and let yon in." 

HaWrwhatdo^ymithinhofmef 

vni. 

When fafe we met, few words were faid, ,. 
For fear by voice to be betray'd ; — 
So what was done I will not fay, 
^Twas Love look'd on, and bid us play. 

But, what is that to tUt f 
. G 2 
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IX. 
Lovers raptur'd Rites are fecret JoySf 
Profan*d by Sots and babbling Boys ; > 
Bat we Initiates never boaft, 
Fidelity s our general Toail. 

Herc^s thai my Friend to tkee* ' 


■^ 


SONG LXVI. 

THE SENTIMENT SONG. 

Tune,— iSin^ Tardararara Toc/t all, 

.1. 

iJlnner o'er, and Grace iaid, we'll for Bofinefs prepare^ 
Arranged right and left in fapport of the Chair, 
We'll Chorus our Song as the circling Toail paffisr. 
And manage our Bumpers as Muiical GlaiTes. 

Sing Tantararara Toajt all* 

II. 

To your Lips» my Convivials, the Burgundy lift^ 
May we never want Courage when put to a Shift : — * 
Here's what Tars diflike» and what Ladies like 'beft»— 
What's that?— you may whifper, why 'tis to beprefs^d^ 

in. 

Te Fowlers who eager at Partridges aim. 
Don't mark the maim'd Covey, but mind better Game ; 
*Tis Beauty's the Sport to repay Sportfmen's trouble, 
And there may our Pointers Jiand fiiff in the Stubble. 
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IV. 
To Game we give Law» and Game Laws we have (kill in,.^*-^ 
Here's Lovers Laws, and thty who thoft Laws areftUfillinff 
But never may Dainfds demur to our Jport^ 
Nor we Juffer Nonfuits when call'd into Court* 

V. 

As the Indians are warring, onr Game we moft Bath, 
On onr breafts, as we lye, we prelent thro' a Buih— • 
Here's the Nejt in tfuU Bujh, and the Bird-nejting Lover ^ 
Here's Middle/ex Bujh-Jighting^'^reji and retover* 

VI. 

Afthmatical Glattons exift but to eat, 

Tlitv purchafe repletions at each Turtle treat s 

liOve*^ feaft boafts a flavour snknown to made difliet— * 

Here's Lifers Dainty, dre/s^dwith the/weet/auce of Kifit» 

\ vn. 

Fair befal ev'ry Lafs, hai may fine Ladies fall. 

No cofonr I'll fix on, but drink to them all ; 

The black the brmette, and the golden-lock'd Dame -^ 

The Loch of all Locks, and unlocking the fame- • 

vni. 

More upright fore-knowledge that Lock is commanding^ 
Than all other Locks, aye, or Locke's Underjtanding t . 
That Lock has the Cajket of Cupid within it. 
So— Here's to the K^ Lads, — t/ie Critical Minute^. 

DC. 

Lads pour out Libations from Bottles and Bowts,. 
The Motlier of Au-Saints is drank by AU-Soulsm"^ 
Here's the Down Bed of Beauty which uprai&s Man«. 
^nd beneath the Thatch* d^Houfe the miraculotts Cdn^, 

G3 
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X. 

The Dock-Yard which furni/kes Great Britain^s Fleets, 
The '^Bookbinders Wives manafadVing in Sheets, 
The Brawn Female^ Reaper , who dares undertake her ? 
And the Wife of Will Wattle — The neat Baficet-maker. 

XI. 
Here's Bathjheba*s Cockpit where Daxndjlood Gentry ; 
Eve^s QujimiuJtoufif where Adam modi thejirjt Entry ; ^ 
The pieajaait placed Water-fall *midft Bujhy Park : 
The Nidi makes the Taiijiand^ the Farrier^s Wife's Mark, 

XII. 

That the Hungry beJiWd with rich Things let us fay ; 
And weU pleased the Rich befent empty away."^ 
The MiUer's Wife's Mufic ; ^tke Ufi tha^s Lamb^akt ; ^ 
And ^enci of tfe Ftirmer en Top of Lov^s DtAe, 

xin. 

Bat why from (his round-abottt phrafe muft be gnefs'd» 
What in one Al^gl^ fyMaUelB better expic&'ds 
That fyllable then I my Sentiment odU 
Sp hejpe'a tQ ^^ tuoxd, which is, one word for all. 

Sing Tantararara Toafh alf* 


' SONG Lxvn. 

THE DAMNED HONEST FELLOW. 

' 'Tune, '^ Old Woman at Grimflone, 

As a Choice-Spirit bred fo PI! choicely behave^ 
My Buei^k Prii datnn'd honed and fre&; 

As to Rules, they're for Fools ; I'll be nobody V flavc i 
The Minifter muft dafor mfi» 


r 
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If he does not, or cannot, for that's all the fame. 

Bat leaves me to fink or to fwim ; 
Jf he won't do for me when I fend in my name. 

Why, dam'me then, I'll do for him. 

m. 

If Georcb did bat tip me a Place, or a Fdft, 

If I didfi't cUar all, FU be enrft. 
I'll take care that nothing (hall «ver be loft. 

Of my&lf thoogh, I'll take care die firft. 

IV- 
The Govemment's Tools to a Man I won'd ihifV, 

Corruption's the Nation's difgrace ; 
The TreafuryV Lord, why I'll torn l^im adnft, 

And whip myfelf plamp in hit plaet. 

V, 

N. 

The National Debt Fll wet-fpmige it away, 
The Sinking Fund that I wou'd drown ; 

And when we bold Britons have nothing to pay, 
Whysthea all our Money's oar own. 

VI. 
As to Scotchmen, Vllfcotch them all off> never fear. 

They are Jacobites all to man ; 
Pray tell me what bufinefa have fach fellows here t 

I'm a Briton, and hate ev^ry Clfttf* 

vn. 

They have nothing to do with oar Meat and'oor Drid^ 

I gra»t you they're clever, bat fiill 
We're ten times as clever, if we woa'd bot ditnkt 

And one time or other we will. 

G4 
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vm. 

Z^ike Foxes Fll hunt Prefbyterians to Churchy 

For zounds we'll be all orthodox ; 
The Sabfidy Princes I'll leave in the lurch* 

And Stockjobbers fet im the ftocks. 

IX. 
My Friends I'll provide for» and thus I'll begin ; — ' 

Archbiihop of York ihall make room, — » 
His Palpit I've pronds'd to my Whipper-in, 

The Lord Chancellor's Seat to my Groom* 

X. 

My Grand Bock at Drinking flialt Admiral bei 

I've Judgment in all I deiign : -— 
He furely muft prove beft Commander at Sea 

Who's beft at an Ocean of Wine. 

XI. 

Nojv as to Land-Scrvicc, Excift I'll difband. 
And I'll banifh the Watch from the ftreet ; 

Betwixt York and Lunnan too Turnpikes (hall ftand. 
And I'll burn the King*s Btnc/iznd the Flut. 

XII. 
As to Smugglers, why curie on the Cuftom^houfc Tribe ; 

Of Placemen, Til foon make an end ; 
I'll hang the fir A fellow I find take a bribe, — . 

Except 'twas a Buck, — and my Friend. 

XIII. 

So now foi^ a Toaft — ftay— what Toaft (hall we have ? 

Why Liberty — can we fay more.— 
And He who won't pledge it I'm fure is a Slave, 

And a Slave is a Son of a Whore. 


/ 
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XIV. 
A Wife to be fure ! that's the faftiion In Town, 

And fafhion for Wives to make free ; 
Bat I won't be humm'd, PU have none of my owiv 

What Friends have will always ferve me* 

XV. 

So here's to that Girl who will give one a (hare. 
But as for thofe Jilts who deny, . 

So curfedly coy, tho' they've fo much to fpare— 
But drinky Brother Bucks, for I'm dry. 


S O N ' G I^XVIII. 

LIBERTY-HALL. 

I. 

Old Homer /— but with him what have we to do I 
What are Grecians, or Trojans, to me or to you ? 
Such Heathenifh Heroes no*more I'll invoke. 
Choice Spirits affift me, attend Hearts of Oak. 

Dcrry dozvfu 

Sweet Peace, belov'd handmaid of Science and Art, 
Unanimity take your Petitioner's part ; 
Accept of my Song, 'tis the beft I can do — 
Sut firft, may it pteafe yc •— my fervice to yoib 

G5 


HL 
Perhaps my Addfe6. you may prematnrc thinlc^ 
Becaofe I bave mentioii'd no Toaff as I drink ; 
There are many fine Toafts, bot the bcft of 'em all 
h the Toaft of the Times; that i^ Liberty-HdU 

IV. 
That fine Britifli building by Atfied Was fram'd. 
Its grand conier-^kone Magna GWta is naonM ; 
Independenq^ came at Integrity'a call. 
And form'd the ffonc pUlars of lUifHy-BaU. 

V. 
This Manour our forefathers bottght with their blood. 
And their ions, and their ions &bs, have prov'd the deeds 

gt>od; 
By that title we Kve, with that title we'll fall. 
For Life is not Life out of Liberty -Hull. 

VL 

In mantle of hoiiour^ each ftar-fpangled fold. 
Playing bright in the fun-ihine, the bumiih of gold. 
Truth beams on her breaft ; fee, at Loyalty's call. 
The Genius of England in Liberty<Hall. 

VII. 
Ye fweet fmelHng Courtlings of ribband and lace, 
The.fpaniels of Power, and Bounty's difgrace. 
So fupple, fo fervile, fo paflive ye fall, 
*Twas Paffive-^obedience loft Liberty- HaU, 

VIII. 
But when Revolntioa had fettli'd the cfowiw; 
And Natural Reafon knock'd Tyranny down, 
No frowns cloath'd with Terror appear'd to appall, 
7he doors were thrown open of LikrtytJtaU. 
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IX. 

See England triumphant, her Ihips fwecp the fca, 
Her ftandard is jfujike, her watch word be fnt i 
Our King is our Countryman, EngUfhmen all, 
God bless haw, and blels us, in Liberty-Hall. 

X. 

On vert is des All - Monfieur wants w know, 
Tis neither at MarU, Veriailles, Fonttinbleatt : 
'Tis a palace o no m'»ital architect's art. 
For Liberty-Hall is an Englishman's Heart. 

Derry down* 


SONG LXIX. 

M EL I A.. 

Tune, — Ye Laps who drive. from the Smoke of the Tom. 

O ^J E eve from Whift Table Amelia withdrew, 

Join'd our Group, and flie begg'd we'd explain - 
Why year after year, by Wit's common-place Crew, 

We are told Life's fo ftiort and fo vain. 
With a Look that fpoke moire than all Cidro faid, ' 
To me flew her order— I bow'd, and obey'd. 

II. 
" Our Sex, my fair Curious, are Vanity's fools-, 

*« On bubbles of Self-love we foar; 
" However a patron may penfion his tools, 

«« Dependency dodges for more. 
«« TKr Grofs of Mankind are fuch near fi-ht'^d elves, 
<« A$ Trafti they behold all the World,-but tiiemidvcs. 

U 6 
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III. 

^ niib'ral Ingratitude always will fcoldy 

•* ExpeBancy^s ever in pain ; 
^ ^3u/^ gives her tongue, and yon need not be told, 

** The moft worthlefs are always moft vain. 
^ Like pure filent dreams. Merit keeps in its place, 
** Aproach Dunct^t torrent. Froth flies in your face. 

IV. 

^ When you blefs the day, with your figure and fece, 

*' InfenJibUs feem to admire; 
** By Love's EUBricities — Beauty and Graces 

** £v*n DuUntfs is fhiick with defire. 
^ Life's not worth without yon, one half day's expence^ 
^* 'Tis a World without Sun, and a Soul without Senfe. 

V. 

^* O ! wou'd ye, IneJfabUst won'd yon endure, 

** To bef(ow upon Man a new birth; 
'* Your Forms are Specifics to fnmifh the cure, 

** And eradicate folly from earth. 
^ To you, as our Sovereign, we offer our Hear^, 
*^ And only are happy when you take our parts«" 


r 
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SONG LXX. 

THE HUMBUG. 

I I 

^ - 

Tone,— T^ Man who is drunk is void of all Care. 

I. 

That Living's a Joke, Johnny Gay has cxprcfs'd, 

Fal dt roll, toll loU. 
In eameft we'll make all we can of the Jefl ; 

Loll dt roily ^c. 
A load of conceits, a long life we are lugging, 
Which fojne arehumbugg'd by, and fome are humbugging; 

id/ dt roll, (3c. 

n. 

His Honour with confeqaence charges his face, 
Bows ronnd to the Levee, and ogles His Grace ; 
Then whifpers his friend. Sir, depend on my Wordy "-^ 
But if 70a depend, you're humbugg'd by the Lord. 

ni. 

Says Patty the prude, and ihe wide ipread her fik,^^ 
Me marry I What I I go to bed to a Man ? - 
I detefl all Male Creatures! my GodJ -^ I Jhall fwoon I 
She did— and was brought to-bed, fakh, before nooA 1 

IV- 
To London Pa fent her, when bloom was regain'd, 
Invi'late her Maidenhead there ihe maintain'd ; 
For a Virgin was wed, Ihe knew how to be mum. 
So gain'd a good Halbandi her Haibaad a Hum. 
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V. 

Mifs nicely obferv'dy toaftly wulgar*s this word, 
Immcnfdy indelicate, monftrous ahjurd : 
Yet lafl nighty dear Mifs, when yon thought yourfelf fhag, 
Yoo confefs'd -<- zvi^ou^ loving — lij^s all a humlntg, 

VI. 

The wanton Wife often, too often I fear. 
Proves Words to be- Fads when (he calls her Spoafe Deer ,• 
And enjoys the fweet cheat as ilol'n pleafures fhe hug8> 
How cunningly now ihe her Cuckold humbugs* 

VII- 
But Hufband at home, as few marry'd men wiih, 

Fal de roll, toll loll, 
To dine ev'ry day on" the very fame diih. 

Loll de rollg &c» 
Makes a meal with her Maid, the thing publicly known is, 
,A Tctc-a-Teie feaft, call'd the Lex Talionif* 

Fal de roll, dc. 


IteiftHMaMMMB**' 


SONG LXXI. 

* 

DOODLE D O O. 

. ' Tune,— £«*ry where Jine Ladies Jlirtingn 


»* ^ 


L 

X OUNGLINGS fond of Female Chacesj. 
Mount on fiopes in Wedlock's Races, 
Some for Fortune, fome for Faces. ♦ 

Doodle, doodUf doo, &c« 
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IL 

Oh ! th* cxtatic joys whick flow, fir. 
When two fouls congenial glow, fir. 
This above, and that below, fiu 

III. 

Each 'gainft each, likcWrcftlen, twimng;. 
Each with each engagement joining. 
Now refiftingy now refigning, 

IV. 

When imparadis'd they're pairings 
Ev*ry nerve ftrctch'd to its bearings 
Hardly knowing what or wherein. 

V. 

Fainting, panting — pulies thrilling -— 
She — obedient waits, and willing. 
But he's oat of breath with billing. 

VI. 

Fain the Fair wooM fondly dally. 
Looking Love — * but he don't rally» 
Rather feeming — ihilly ihaUy. 

VIL 

Kifliftg, fmiling, fiie cries — ^ ffaf 

Go you naughty creature, go f g(^l 

While he yawns out ahf^-^ah f^^oh /— • ^hl 

vni. 

» 
This indeed too oft the cafe is. 

Men will furious fall on Faces, 

Then fall off m» Diigracei. 


IX. 

All the work they make with wooingt^ 
CoaplingSy chan^gs, curfings, cooings» 
Are bat doodle doodle doings. 

X. 

Falling back, then falling to^ fiir, 
We» like babies, beauties woo, fiir. 
Love is —Cock a doodle do. Sir. 

Doodle^ doodU, doo, Oc^ 


'^ 


SONG LXXIL 

THE COMET. 

Tone, — iSA(m'</ I once become great , what a Bujinefs 

Uwou'd be^^ 

'We re old Homer here I wou'd make the wretch fe^ 

(Quoth Venus J whom 'tis he abufes ; 
liVhat bufinefs has any Verfe-monger with me I 

Their Prades let them ftick to, — the Mufes.— 
And fo I was wounded by rough Diomede ? 

A pretty drefs'd up fort of ftory ; 
See Jupiter fmiles— but Papa now, indeed, 

'Tis not for your Honour and Gloiy* 
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IT. 

Why will yott permit thefe Mortality Frightii 
What Olympus has plann'd to review ? 

Don't faffer fuch Reptiles to creep oat at nights 

T'obfenre what we Deities do. 
Immenfely impertinent 'twas, you maft own. 

My Tranfit to fee and expofe it ; 
Becaofe, 'tother day, I juft diove out of Town, 

Their Spectacles peep'd in my Clofet* 

m. 

A moment Jove laid his bright dignity down. 

And let Laaghter illamine his faoe 1 
To his Daughter nply^d^^^ytharea, a frowft 

Becomes not the Emprefi of Grace. 
Thofe Atoms of Clay which you fee to and fro» 

Skip aboot on yon* Globular Craft, 
JJke the bloe on a plumb are bat Infers yop knoir 

A mere Animalcploos Daft* 

IV. 

Thofe Emmets, 'da true, fcientifical prate» 

A race of half-reaibning Elves, 
Who all can account (as they think) for my 8jtate» 

Yet know not the State of themfelves. 
They pretend to examine Eternity's rules, -^ 

The Caufe of all Caufes difpute ; — * 
I'll (hew you thefe arrogant Earth-worms are Fools^ 

And th^s all their Syftehis confute. 
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V. 

Away, at his word, the vail Comet rufii'd forth. 
And fwift thro* immeBfity blaz'd $. 

Yet AttraBion went on, tho' it girdl'd the Earth- 
On Earthy how the Star-peepers gaz^d. 

Each circl'd, and circl'd a fcheme of his own. 
And reaibn'd aboat^ and awry ; 

In derifion, a moment. Immortals look down> 
'Twas a Jefl for the Sons of (he Sky. 

VI. 

Be humble ye Beings of feeble Threefcore, 
Shall Finites, — « infinity fcan ? 

The beft of qs only are Men, and no more-— 
And, at bed, only diink what is Man f 

A contrary mtxtuie of Pity and Scorn, 
Pride, Servility, Sorrow, and Mirth ; 

In a Moment he's made» in a Moment &e's bom* 
In a Moment again he is Earth* 

VII. 

Sons of Error ; for that's all the birthright ye fharc. 

As ev'ry day's adions make known ; 
No longer let Vanity gaze into Air, 

But think of itfelf and look dowm -— 
Yet hold ! — let us think» — to look down, did I fay ) 

I did fo>— ^and fo feize my Cup, 
Come, do as I do, and I'll (hew you the way^ 

The beft way, my Lads, to look up« 
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SONG Lxxra. 
r H E B L O O D. 

t 

Tune,— Tars of Old England* 

Y E leam'd of the Age, 

Each Ardd, each Sa^, 
Ye Speakers at fain'<i Rohitthoodr < ' 

Defcribcy or declin^^ 

Or derive, or deihie, ' • 

What the Charadier is of a BUod ? 

II. 

Macaronies £0 neat. 

Pert Jemmies fo fweet. 
With all their eiF<9minate broodi- '^- 

Free-Mafons fo fliyv 

Choice Spirits ib higbi 
Are kick'd out of door3 hf a Mood. 

III. 

If making a Bet, 

Or if taking a Whati ' ; • ' 

_ - ^ 

Or if beating the RoQnds be thinks gobct^ 

Who dare tooppofe. 

Will be pluckM by the Nofe, 
With a — Dam^mCf Sir, c^iCt la Blood i 

IV. 

If the Conftable queer. 
And the Watch Ihoa'd appear^ 
His Riots to quell,, jif they, coa'd, 
Without compliment. 
Out of Window they're fcnt^ 

And that is fine fun for a Biood. 
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V. ' 

he laughs At Old Nick^ 

Callsr Religion a trick. 
And his Argument can't be withilood % 

Tis a Bett or an Oath, 

But nkoft commonly both, 
A« to RcafoB,-^Whirt^ that to a Blood ? 

VI. 

As we have but our Day, 

Even Bloods muft decay. 
He wou'd keep it up ftiU if he cou'di 

But his Manours foreclos'd. 

And his Honour expos'd, 
He muft dye as hip liv'd — like a 5/tf w^. 

VII. 

To retrench wou*d be bafe. 

To repent a Difgrace, 
80 he aas juft as Geniufles fhou'd j 

By a Med'dne of Lead,. 
^ Warm apply'd to his Head, 

He cur^ the Difeafc of ^ a Blood. 

• * 

SONG LXXIV. 

DO THE SAME^ 

Tqne, — iif(w d'ye dof 

JVt ARK Anthony gave up the world for a Girl, 
And he who'd not do the fame is a Churl. 
J>o tUJamt I that's the Thin^;-^do not think me to blam» 
U a Bumper I drink,— wUI not you do the/am f" 


r 
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II. 

Bat what do you think that I mean by all this ? 
Why Evil to them who imagine amifs» 
Hit of mifsy Luck is all ; are the Lucky to blame ? 
No, no, do but win— we won'd all do the fame* 

III. 
The dainty*fed Dame» in nnpinn'd di(habille» 
To the Swain of her fighs upon tiptoe will ileal ; 
Voluptuoufly welcomes the fenie- piercing Kifs» 
And gives up her Soul to the dangerous blifs. 

* IV. 
While foft broken murmurs betray her delight 
The rufUing leaves play through the (lill of the nighty 
As if to her tremblings they kept Time and Tune ; 
Above mildly (hone, in pale fplendor, the Moon. 

V. 
Lady Luna down looking* the lufcions (cene fees. 
Withdrew her beams, bluihing, from iilver-toppM trees | 
In a cloud veils her face, crying out, fitjorjkamt^ 
To Endymian drives off,-!— and with him does the fane. 

VI. 

'Tis Hypocrify's Humour, the Ton of the Times, 
To lay on our Neighbours the Load of our Crimes ; 
The filings of Friends we to Slander proclaim. 
But fink our own -Sinnings, — won't you do the fame* 

vn. 

Reafon ne'er had the Head-ach, no Toafb he'll approve,| 
Rcafon ne'er had the Heart-ach— he ne'er was in Love. 
But poor honefl InJtinSl, he's always to blame. 
For he'll drink and he'll love, and— why, we do thefan^, 
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VUI. 
My Country / my Country / that Phrafe cannot fail ; 
*Tis the Bait Voters bite at, the Tub for the Whale. 
DiftindioDy on each fide, is only a name ; 
For this fide, and that fide, — both fides do the fame* 

IX. 

Let lis, without blaming or this Mt or that, . 
Only keep to our own fide, and nrtnd what we're at. 
I wou'd be at fomething, but what, I won't name. 
Yet to Toaft it I'll teach you, and drink^o the fame. 

X. 

Your fentiment. Decency, give it to me, — 
The ilimker* s Addrefsf Friend, I diinkvLxxto thee. 
So here's to't, and to thee ; and pray who's to blame ? 
Why him — can yon find him! who won't do the fame. 


SONG Lxxy. 
LOVE AND WINERS PARTNERSHliP. 

Tune,— ^(5 more let us trouble our Heads ^bout the State. 

It was as one morning on Ida^i;e |hone, ' " 

All frantic the Queen of Love flew.i?*' 
Her arms fhe expanded, embracing his throne. 

Saying, Sire, oh fave me from Ruin 1 ^ 
For Jufiice Dione to Jupiter prays, ' , 

They abanclon my Temples and Shrine, fir. 
That Sot atid his Sots, have extinguifh'd my Blaze, 

And drown'd Beauty's Altars in Wine, fir. 
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By Styx/ but 'tis falfe, jolly Bacchus x^ply'd ; 

Such ilander I'll nevcu* endure,, Ma'am. 
Love's pains to aiTwage men that many things try'd. 

In me only met with their Cure, Ma'am. 
Your ignorant Urchin^ your Booby, is blindj^ 

And fcatters his Arrows at random ; 
The Heart they miflead, and they madden the Mind ; 

Tis Wine which alone can withfiand 'em« 

Where is it ? th' Olympical Grand called out. 

Young Semele bamper'd' Champaign^ fir. 
Full nimbly thie Genius brufh'd it about. — 

Quoth Monarchy, I^ll drink again^ Jir. 
So laying his Lightning's Artillery down. 

His TrefTes imperially fhaking. 
To Venus put on a majeiUcal frown. 

Saying, Certainly you are mijlaken. 

IV. 

Miflaken, Papa ? — Mifs pray fiold your tongue, 

You^d better, ^^ Jove thunder'd to Venus , 
*Pon 'Onner (Jfie pertiy reply* d J you are wrongi 

CeleHials be Judges between us. 
G09 Mercury f fummon the States of the Sky* 

Thus order'd Lord Chancejlor Jove, fir» 
At Ida*s Exchequer this Suit theyjhall try^ 

Decreeing for Wine orjor Love, fir* 
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y. 

Their Worihips went firft on the Cyprian Cau(e« 

Unarray'dy Beauty fignrM before them ; 
What licking of lips, what hums, and what hahs ! 

What peeping there was 'mong the Quorum f 
The Patron of Vines faw 'twoa'd go for the Wench« 

Unlefs that a Dull he cou*d kick up» 
Tipped Hermes the wink, and they bumperM the Benck 

'Till the Court only chorus'd a Hickup. 

VI. 

With eye-lids half-dos'd, one attempted at Speech* 

But wind over^charg'd his expreffion. 
My Opin-^ifdri'-nin-'nin — but bump on his Breech 

He fquattedy and fnor'd out the Seifion. 
ApoU-o was Chairman, in full buckled wig. 

For that Day, being Juno^s Phyiician, 
Smelt Cane, ftrok'd his Chin, us'd hard words, and 
look'd big, ,. 

As became his Right Worfhip's Condition. 

VII. 

The Statutes, quoth he, — the Statutes at Large,«-i- 

Aye and fmall too, declare Coram Nob. — - 
But his Head was too heavy to utter the Charge, 

It dropp>d, — and down fell bis full Bob : **- 
An Emblem of what often happens below. 

Stupidity office difgraces ; 
For Folly has friends, and too many we know — 

And we know the Wife Folks too want Placee. 
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VIII. 

Now Bacchus and Venus agreed 'twixt themfelvet 

Altercation hereafter to fmother ; 
At Dalnefs to laagh, tho' 'mong dignify'd elves» 

And friendly aflift one another. 
But now mind the Moral : *Tis clever to thinkt 

And think too about fomething clever ; -« 
Since Wine make us Love, and iinceX.ove makes as drinkt 

Here*s Drinking and Loving for ever. 


SONG LXXVL 

COURTSHIP. 

Tone,*— 7b all ye Ladies now at at Land* 

l^BT others fing of Flames and Darts» 

And all love'3 lallaby; 
Of crying Eyes, and cracking Hearts<«» 

The Deace a bit will I. 
If you are willing, Pm fo too. 
If not—why there's no more to do. 

With faf la, la. 

U. 

Shou'd yon expert, in Sorrow's guife, 

I'll wear a woeful face. 
Such maudlin Mumm'ry I defpife. 

Mine is no Loveiick Cafe— 
•Tis but my Whim, e'en make it thine. 
Then Whim to Whim, and yours to mine. 

H 
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m. 

Or if you think in 'golden rain. 

Like Jovt^ I'll pave my way. 
Such expeftations are but vain, 

I've only this to fay,— 
YouVe fomething which I would be at, 
I've fomething too ;— ib Tit for Tat. 

ly. 

Your Tafte, your Talk, I may admire. 

And praiie, with truth, your Face ; 
Your fpaiicliag Eyes that fpeak Defire, . 

And give Expreffioa Grace. - 
Yet there's a — - but I'll not be bold. 
Nor fay, what's better lock than told. 

V. 

Well kens the Lais what I would win^ 

And well I ken the Road ; 
He that is out wou'd fain be in. 

A Patriot A -la-mode.— 

As you're my Sov'rcign grant me Grace, 
I only aik a little Place. 

VI, 

Leaft faid, they fay, is mended foon. 

With you I'll not difpute ; 
111 tailes the long requefted Boon 

'Tis fweet, when ihort's the fuit. 
Then grant, with Grace, the Grace { fue. 
Or let me, without Grace, fall to. 

Wiihja^ la, la. 
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SONG LXXVII. 

GOD SAVE THE KING. 

TvLney-^WhiU Waves rebound from MUn^sJhorc. 

Ye hardy Sons ofHonour'a Land, 
Where Freedom Magna Chart a plann'd. 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea j 
On cv*ry fliore where fait tides roll. 
From Eaft to Weil, from Pole to Pole, 
Fair Conqaeft celebrates your Name, 
Witnefs'd aloud by wond'ring Fame, 

When ! when will you be free ? 

11. 

Midake me not, my Hearts of Oak, 
Ifcorn with Liberty to joke. 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea ; 
No right I blame, I praife no wrong. 
But fing an Indepei\,dent Song,—- 
Since Miniilers mod beovithftood. 
And Patriots are but Fleih and Blood, 

I dare with both be free. 
III. 
While ilrange told tales from Scribbler's pen, 
Didarb the heads of honeft men. 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea ; 
The traih of temporizing Slaves, 
Who earn their daily bread as Knaves, 
Heedlefs which iide may rife or fall. 
The Rtady Money — that's their All. 

Such fellows can't be free. 

H 2 
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IV. 
We meet for Mirth, we meet to Sing, 
And jolly join— Goiyavtf the King, 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea; 
As Honeft Inftinft points the way. 
Oar K1NG9 onr CovKTar, we obey; 
Yet pay ta neither fide <Mr Court, 
Bat LiBEaTY in both fapport. 

As Men who (hoa'd be free. 

V, 

AM, Uphold yoar Chnrch and State, 

See Great Men Good, and Good Men Great; 

Ye Sovereigns of the Sea ; 
Shan Party, that nnwelcome Gaeft, 
No Tenant for a Briton's Breaft. 
Forget, Forgive, in FoBion'i Spite^ 
Awe All Abroad, at Home unite. 

Then, then, my Friends you're fiee. 

VI, 
Ye Sovereigns of Wide Ocean's Waves, 
To Heroes long enihrin'd in Graves, 

A requiem let us fing; 
I Alfrcdf Henry, Edward name,— 
Then William, our Deliverer came : 
May future Ages Brunswick own. 
Perpetual Heir to EnglaruTs Throne, 

So here's God savb thb King. 
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SONG Lxxvm. 

THE VISION. 

TunCy—- ^ / nfent c*er the Meadows, no nuUUr the Day* 

As Home I return'dy it was late in the Day, 
Thro* Weftminfter Abbey, I knew, was my way» 
And there I beheld»«-or beiiev'd that I iaw, 
A terrible Spedre, with Teeth wanting Jaw. 
The Figure was fiightfoI» as you may foppoie. 
His Sockets were Eyelefs, and never a Nofe. 

n. 

Ii tremUingy addrefs'd him with— Sir, I prefimie . 
Yoar Worihip is walking from Nightingale^^ l*omb ? 
As MiUon obfenres, fo he grinn*d for a Smile» 
And, ftalking off, beckon'd me down the dark lile.^ 
But faith I tooi^t foUow^'^znd loudly I fpoke. 
Then took to my heels, but I tombrd— and *woke. 

IIL 
My Joy GOQ*d yon gaefs, when, recover^, I fpyM 
My Girl fweetly^ fleeping, and warm by my fide; 
Such Lips ! fuch a Neck '. then her cheeks had a hue 
Like Rofes jaft moift with the the Summer Morn's Dew. 
I prefs* her dofe to me, nay held her too tight. 
For faith I was fcarcely efcap'd from my fiight. 

IV. 
Awaking, fke tenderly call'd Ottt,*»My Dearl 
What ails you ? you ihake fo, you're not well I fear? 
What pleafure this is tho*, quoth me to my/etf. 
To have Love alive here, inftead of that Elf? 
With rapture I fell on the dear Creature's Face» 
With rapture the fond one returned my Embraov. 

H3 
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V. 

Let Fi ibbles with Beauty as Fribbles behave. 
And' Pedantry boaft, he is no Paffion's Slave. 
Let Pride^ folly-teemiogy lore dreis-loving Elves, 
To fcorn the Enjoyment of all— but themfelves. 
Such things we defpiie, and them only approve, 
Whofe Hearts Efteem ripens from Friendfhip to Love. 


•^•mm 


: SONG. LXXIX. 

TRANSISTOF VENUS. 

Tvant'—Mad J but the Way to titm/omt Things to Gold, 

Astrologers lately a Buflle have made« 

How round the San Venus coa'd dance it. 
With optic^ catoptric^ dioptric parade* 

To (jpy how genteel was her Tranfit* 
Between you and I, tho 'twas mal*a«propo,^ 

T'examkie a fine Woman's Actions, 
For were we to look among Ladies below. 

What Frays it wou'd make ? and what Fradiona ? 

IL* 
Good-lack how they look'd at this wonderful Sight.— 

A wonderful Sight ! bat what is it ? 
When all came to all, and when all came to lights 

Love's Regent, paid Neptune a Vifit. 
Bedew'd by the Sah- water Spray as ihe rofe. 

To Apollo her Beautyfhip run *, 
Intending to dry her Olympical Cloaths, 

So flood between us and the Sun. . 

* Kfm pro ran^ for the Rhlinc Sake, 
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III. 

While jpomting your GlafTes, and winking each wa/f 

Ihqoifitives, what did you fee ? 
Does th' Emprefs of Joy, now, friends, honelUy fay. 

Wear Garters above, or *low knee ? 
A £g for the farce of yoor fchenies and your fcrolls, 

Eclipfes indeed ye may fliew, 
But as to each Orb which high over us rolls, 

Not an Inch pad your Nofes ye know. 

VI. 

Into Ditch ThaUs fell, with his Telefcopc gecr. 

At midnight wou'd Stargazing roam. 
When brought back bedaub'd, all his Spoufe faid was, Dear 

You. had Utter ob/irw things at homt. 
If Huibands who ramble, this Maxiix\ woa'd mind. 

And put it but once to the proof, 
Obferve things at Home ; ^o but Home and they'll find. 

At Home they have Bufinefs enough. 


SONG LXXX. 

MARIA. 

Tunc— /anMa Lovcfy, the Joy of tht Plain* 

O N E day, by appointment, Maria I met. 

That djty of Delight, I remember it yet. 

As the meadow we crofs'd, to avoid the town's cmud. 

The Sun feem'd eclipsM by a black fpreading cloud. 

Efcapbg the fhower, to Barn we faft fled. 

There &k heard the pattering rain over head. 

H4 
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II. 

Some moments I fuffer'd my Fair to take breath. 
Then, iighing, Ihc cry'd, «• Lord ! I'm frighted to Death; 
" Sappoie, now» by any one I ihou*d be feen?*' 
•* Nay, nay, now,— nay, pray now — dear*— what do 

yoQ mean ?" 
^ Had I thought yoa'd be half fo rode -^fye ! for fhame ! 
*^ I wiih rd been wet to the ffldn e'er I came. 

m. 

'* Yoa will have a Kifs then !— why, take one or two ! 
** I beg yoo won't teize me!-«Lordl what woa'd 

yoQ do? 
'* You'll tear all one's things^ ne'er faw fuch a Man ! 
<< I will hold both your hands !— Aye, do if you can. 
*' Is this your Ijove for me?'— is this all your care? 
*^ ril never come near yov again,— * now, I fwear 1'* 

IV. 

As (he pufh'd me away. Love explain'd by her efCSp 
Reiiftance was only to heighten the Prize ; 
Her Face chang'd, alternate, from Scarlet to Snow» 
Her neck rofe and fell faft, her Language was low. 
Such Beauty ! but more of that fcene was not (hewn -^ 
For Decency here bid her Curtain drop down. 

V. 

The Storm being over, all Sunflune the Air, 

When inftant rofe up, the yet Love-looking Fair, 

Crying, hark ! there's one liilens— do look out, my Dear, 

I mull be bewitch'ds I am fure, to come here. 

My things how they're rumpled ?— Lord ! let me begone. 

What have yon been dobg ? and what have I done? 
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VL 

lato this fatal place, I xnoft fokmnly vow, 
I inDocent enter'd — bot am I ib now ? 
Fm rain'd — I never myfelf can forgive— 
ril leap in the Brook, — for I'm fure I can't live I 
If I do, my whole lifo will be wafted in Grief, 
Unlefs here to-morrow you'll give me Relief. 


SONG LXXXI. 

A D M I N I S T R A T I O N^ 

*> Tune,— /a this Mirror Bucks behold. 

I. 

See this Bamper, Bucks be gay, 

I fcorn all impofition ; 
If you'll pledge my Toafl: you may, 

Tis CourtJhip*s Codlition. 
When two Parties cloTe embrace. 

And foparation fmother. 
He is upright in his Place, 

And downright is the other. 

II. 

Whether 'tis to rifepr fall. 

Yet ftill his time improving. 
In &e Cockpit at Whitehall 

The beft of meafures moving. 

H s 
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Outs will fomedmes Ins become, 

'Twix^botll fides bold he ventures, 

Puihing things with vigour home, 
Adminiftration enters. 

\U. 

Certain of a firong fapport^ 
Each op'ning he embraces. 

All the^tim^ he (lays at Court 

«. His friends preferve their places. 

The Members he depends upoOy 
When plac'd in proper Station, 

The Star above the Garter woa 
At Beauty's Injiallation, 

IV. 
In Love and State exa£l the fame, 

Refpefting Mankind's wiihes. 
All the Cupboard's Key wou'd gaia 

To plunder Loaves and Ftjfus. 
Placemen England have difgrac'd. 

The daily papers tell us, ' 
Howfoe'er you have men placM, 

Non Placets will be jealous. 

V. 
MiniHers may Places fill, 

I buy ncuie, nor am felling ; 
A Thatch'd Houfe underneath the Hill 

Is what I chufe to dwell in. 
Tho* it has no high-rais'd Roof, 

Yet Profpefls can command, fir. 
Not fo low, but Room enoi^h 

For me upright to iland, fir. 
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VI. 

On the HiIU ^ong the Dale, 

I fometimea turn a Rover, 
Then within the Mofly Vale 

I flily creep to cover. 
' There's the Sport, and that's the Spot, 

*Tis Pleafore's wild Plantation, 
Left the Toaft ihou'd be forgot — 

Here's Lovers Afociation. 


SONG Lxxxn. 

I 

FAIR PLAY. 

i, 

Tone, — When the Nymphs toere contending for 

Beauty and Grace* 

L. 

f^RIENDS, Britons, and Countrymen, heed what yon fayt 
Let Englijhmen ever fhew all folks/air play ; 
Look up, and rei!e£l, e'er ye dare to defpiie. 
We are atl Sons alike of one Lord of the Skies. 

IL 

Does Hb give to the SavMgCj the Turk, or the J^ew, 
The Indian, or Catholic, lefs than to You f 
But Prejudice blinds us, that mind-mad^ ning Elf, 
We all wou'd be vdfer than Wisdom itfe^. 

H 6 
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in. 

The unieelbg Baie deny Sorrow a tear. 
Vulgarities dare at Deformity fneer ; 

Tho' pity, 'tis tme, bot Obfervance will find 
The term Vulgar takes in two-thirds of Mankind* 

IV. 
We wrangle^ we ridicule, laugh, and defpair. 
Then raihly our, what we call, Reafons declare ; 
Illiberal on Ciiftoms and Countries decree. 
And fentence each Being born 'tother fide Sea. 

V. 

At Scotchmen we fpnrn, and at Irijhmen fneer; 
Partiality 9 prithee a word in your ear — 
With looks of contempt other Nations yon view^ 
With eqoal injuftice they thos deride you* 

VI. 
Hqffntality, fomehow, was baniih'd from town ; 
Good-nature enqair'd where Welcome was flown ; 
By FaBion drove off, (he returns here no rnore^ 
Contentedly fettled on IrelaniTs ihore. 

vn. 

For the Scots — ^if we fnffer not Party to rate» 

There are Wife Men among 'em ; and Good Men and Great: 

Where Merit is found, give that Merit its due. 

To praife the Praife-worthy, adds Merit to you. 

vni. 

To Oblivion cpnfign thofe Diftindions of Soil* 
Di/lin£Hon 'mong Men all bom in one Ifle ? 
The fame fca encircles our fliores with its tide. 
What Creation unites thus ihall Clamour divide ? 
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IX. 
Here's to all the Good Fellows, in ev'ry Degree^ 
Who dare do as we do, — - drinky think, and (peak tree ; 
And here's to thofe Lafles who Liberty prove. 
And pledge from their Hearts this Toaft, Febbdom 
IN Love. 


SONG LXXXIII* 
CIRCE. 

Tune, — / have a Tenement to lett, 

CdlRCE was a precioos piece, 

A plague upon the Gypfey, 
She dol'd out drink fomewhere in Greece, 

And made her Tenants tipfey ; 
And then each filthy fwiniih Sot, 

Engend'ring 'mong her Devils, 
Upon thofe noify Imps begot 

A harpy Spawn of Evils. 

11. 

The Fiend Corruption, firft bronght fordi 

Duft-licking Adulation ; 
A fecond Daemon harrais'd Earth, 

With Party* 8 altercation. 
The Hag Deceit a Reptile bred, 

Caird Infamy, the Pander; 
A third and fonrdi were brought- to-bed 

Of Infolence and Slander* 


C 158 ] 

III. 

80 fertile were th' Infernal Race, 

£adt day new tnonfters prowliog, 
Bafe Perjury With rank Grimace, 

And Mnvy ever howling ; 
Servility with worthlefs Pride, 

Debauch with poifon'd Diet, 
Swoln Ghtttony by Scurvy's Side, • 

A Fa&ion form'd for Riot. 

IV. 

A while thefe Implings croak'd about, 

*Till ftartl'ing Madam Circe, 
She order'd all the Vermin out, 

^or to her own ihew'd mercy. 
Abfurdity with Malice went. 

Ingratitude with Letodnefs, 
Scurrility with Difcontent, 

And Ridicule with Rudenefs. 

V. 
Their baftard brood the Daemons bore. 

Along the mid-air flitting. 
And found at laft a welcome ihore. 

Where Bribery was fitting : 
Ambition hail'd them on their way. 

And gave them his diredioni ; 
His Agents took ^m into pay. 

Then fent them to £i«BCTit>f«i. 
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5 O N G LXXXIV. _ 

CHASTITY, 

Tone, — Good People PU tell you no Rhodamontado* 

I. , 

1 Wonder, quoth Dame, as her Spoufe (he ftmbracesy 
How Strumpets can look, how they dare ihew their face$» 
And thofe wicked Wives who from Hoibands arms fiy» 
Lofd ! where do they think they m»& go when they die C 

II. . 

But next day, by Hufband, with ^Prentice Boy caoght^ 
When ihe from the bed was to Toilet-glafs brought. 
Her Head he held up, with this gentle Rebuke — 
My Dear I you was wiihing to know how Whores look ! 

III. 

Turn your eyes to that table, at once you will fee 
What Faces Jades wear; then, my Dear, behold ni€» 
Your Features confefs the Adulterefs clear. 
My Vifage exhibits how Cuckholds appear. 

IV. 

You afk'd where bad Wives go ? why, really, my Chick^ 
You muft, with the reft of them, go to Old Nick I 
If Beelzebub don't fuch damn'd Tenants difown. 

For bad Wives, he knows, make a Hell of their own* 
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V. 
All tk6 World woa*d be wed, if the Clergy coa'd fiiew 
Any rule in the fervice to change I for 0: 
How happy the Union of Marriage wou'd prove. 
Not long as we Live join'd, bat long as we Love* 

VI. 
At his feet ihe funk down. Sorrow lent her fach Moans 
That Re&ntment was gagg'd by her Tears and her Tones* 
What cou'd Jitibiy do then ? what cou'd then Hnbiy do ? 
But Sympathy ftmck, as ihe cry*d, he cry'd too. 

VII. 
Oh Corregio ! cou'd I Sigifmunda defign. 
Or exhibit a Magdalen Guido like thine, 
I wou'd paint the fond Look which the Penitent ftole. 
That pierced her foft Partner, and funk to his SouU 

vni. 

Tranfported to doating ! he rais'd the Diftrefs'd, 

And tenderly held her long time to his Breaft ; • 

On the Bed gently laid her, by her gently laid. 

And the Breach there was clos'd the iame way it was made. 


SONG LXXXV. 

THE SPECIFIC. 

Tune,— TAo' / tdth one Love wau^d be always content i 

ThO' News-papers pufF ev'ry Noftrum to town. 
What Noftrum is like the Grape's Juice? 
No Chymical Liquor that turns red to brown. 
No Bcaume de Vie, nor Eau de Luce. 
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As to a Rogue, the rank pradiccy alas ! is ib life* 

The Beaaty of Health it confames. 
But Wine is the Volatile Spirit of Life, 

And brightens our natural Blooms. 

IL 
The Balfam of Honey a tickling Cough flops, 

,To Maredant the Scurvy fubmits ; 
There's what's his Name's wonderful Viperine Drops, 

And Henry for Hyfleric Fits ; 
Bot Pkyjic, like Mujic, bears Faflsion's decree. 

Of Modifh Diftempers they tells us ; 
Licentiates, or not fo, yet ev'ry Af • D* 

Pronounces as Narvous or Bilous* 

in. 

Pour Wine into Wounds you'll be cnr'd in a jerk» 

Religious that text to purfue. 
Whene'er my mind's wounded, I draw a long Cork^ 

Sometimes my Prefcription is Two. 
The Dolor's a Dunce, down the fink dafli the SIops» 
. Thofe Pipes we are going to ftart 'em ; 
Juft draw off a Glafs, they are Bacckuii Drops. 

The Mixture is Secundum Artem. 

IV. 
As to Cuckoldom •^ that is a hurt to the Head,«-» 

If Wives will be Harlots why let them. 
An Abforbent we find in a Bottle of Red, 

An Opiate by which we forget them. 
Philofopheiss fay, — but a fig for their Saws, 

Such water-chiird Maxims difown 'em ; 
Their Efficients 1 prove are deficient in Caufe, 

When I've my Scots Pint, Magnum Bonum. 
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•V. 
Wine makes— -aye, what won't it ? it m^es right and wrongs 

'Tis Love^ Witf and Truth's Ventilator ;. 
At once it locks up the moil voluble Tongue, 

At once turns a Afu^^ to a Prater, 
If fond of a Fair, Wine this Magic will ihew. 

Make but, like an Artift, your Trial ; 
In her it will filence the nerves which fay no^ 

And raife^ou above a DeniaL 

VI. 
More or lefs to the Scurvy all Men are a prey. 

Quoth thisf thatt and Votker^ Phyiician : 
More or lefs we're all mad» I will veture to fay» 

And the World's in a fcurvy condition. 
Good Wine makes jood Blood, and good Blood keep* 
us found. 

So Re^cipc tantum Juficit ; 
For Kladnefs, my friends, fince the Remedy's fottnd^ 

Let none be fo mad as to mifs it. 


SONG LXXXVL 

THE GRISKIN CLUB. 

Tune, — A Toper I love as my Life. 

Of Griikins I fing, 
They're a feaft for a King ; 
Kings, Homer fays, drefs'd their own Meffes : 
Achilles^ the hot. 
Always hung on the Pot, 

Patroclus he garnifh'd the Difhei* 
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n. 

By the Poets of old, 

Apicius we're told 
Was an Eater among the Antiques ; 

Tho' his TaHe it was fine. 

Yet like os coa'd not dine. 
For no Grijkins were cook'd 'mong the Greeks. 

^Mong the Greeks f — well I know, man, 

Apicius was Roman, 
So no Critic's rod am I rifking ; 

Not of Romany nor Greeks 

Bat of Britons I fpeak. 
And Britons who boall of their Grijkin. 

IV. 

Trimalchio*$ Stuff, 

And the French Dartineuft 
Had almoft good Eating ftboUih'd ; 

SardanapHus was great, 

^ And LucuUus cou'd treat, 

Yet never a Grijkin demoliih'd. 

V. 

One EmpVor took pains,. 

To make Ragouts of Brains, 
But how were thofe Diflies compounded ? 

It was done long ago. 

For at pefent I know. 
Our Cooks wott'd be greatly con&unded. 
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VI. 

Come ! Lads, hark away,- 

Htmt the Bottle To-day, 
At Nighty Boys, to Beauty high over ; 

Be this onderftoody 

May oar Grijkins prove good, 
Wheiiy as Grijks, we I^p into Love's Covei'^ 


^m 


SONG LXXXVU. 

BEEF STEAK CLUB» 

TttM,— Since Arti/ls uhtjiufor the Trophies of Fame, 

J3 RAW the Cork, the Cloth's drawn, — a Toaft to 

the King, 
I prefume it is meet, after meat we ihoa*d fing, 
For thos prefcribet Gakn ; — ** Life's Health to prolongt 
<* Take Dinner's digeftive, a Glafs, and a Song." 
To him the Diplomifts their judgements refign^ 
Bo fiat mixturaMf tis Moiick and Wine. 

Old Homc^* who, Shake/peare-likcs all,Natare knew. 

Does honour to Beef, and to Beef-eaters too ; 

He fings, that the Greeks, by whom Troy Town was fell'd. 

In fighting and eating, all Nations excell'd $ 

And he, for the Day, who was Hero in Chief, 

Had a Double Proportion, or Premium of Beef. 
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III. 

It was Cacus (feme fay) tho' that's not orthodox, 
'Twas Milo of Croios firft knock'd down an Ox ; 
He invited all friends to his Beef-eating Wake, 
Bat firily on Torf Altar, he offered a Stake. 
The jEtherials regalM on the odoor that 'rofe» 
Says Epicare Jovct fuch a Clitb we'll compofe. 

IV- 
Then call'd out for Vulcan^ the God, limping, came^ 
And, ogling behind him, attended his Dame ; 
Each Deity feem'd more inclin'd to her Mefs, 
Than to dine one the beft dilh Olympus cou'd drefs. 
Jove filence proclaims, his carls av^efully fhakes. 
And on Ida eflablifh'd a Club of Beef Stakes. 

V. 
When Jfuno, that infbmt, a female peal rung, 
Jove fnatch'd up the Bowl, the Toaft dy'd on his tongue | 
And commanding a Cloud, like a Curtain to foldj 
He embrac'd her within it, and filenc'd the Scold. 
In praAice, ye Hulbands, put jfupiter^s plan. 
And keep your Wives qniet-*as well as you can.. 


SONG Lxxxvm. 
ACK TAR's SONG. 

Tune,— i4 Begging we will go. 

Come buftle, buftle, drbk about. 

And let us merry be, 
Our Can is full, we'll pump it out. 

And then all Hands to Sea. 

And a Sailing wc mil go* 
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11. 

Fine MiTs at Dandng-fchool is taught. 
The Minuet to tread. 

But we go better when we've brought 

The Fort Tack to Cat Head. 

III. 
The Jockey's call'd to Horfi^ to Horfc, 

And fwiftly rides the Race, 
But fwifter far we fhape our courie 

When we are giving Chace, 

• IV. 
When Horns and ShouU the ForeH rend« 

His Pack the Huntfman cheers. 
As loud we hollow when he fend 

A Broadfidc to Mounfeers. 

V. 

The What's- their-names, at Uprores fquall. 

With mudc fine and foft. 
But better founds our Boat/wain*s Call, 

All Hands f all Hands aloft ! 

VI. 
With Gold and Silver Streamers fine 

The Ladies Rigging Ihew, 
But Englifh Ships marc grander fhine^ 

When Prizes home we tow. 

VII.. 
What's got at Sea we fpend on Shore, 

With Sweethearts, or our Wives, 
And then, my Boys, hdJh.Sail for more. 

Thus pafles Sailors lives. 

And a Sailing %jc mllga.. , 
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SONG XCI. 

PREJUDICE. 

T\me,''^With(mt you willpromi/e, nay, /wear to bt true* 

iNgcatitode's'tnme worfe than Witchcraft is namM, 

A Dcgled to repay wl)at we owe ; 
Of fuch an omi^ion we maft be a(ham'd« 

I'm aiham'd foch omiffion to (hew. 

II. 

Bat when the alarm of an Earthquake was fpreadj 

All London feem'd ronning away ; 
Unfafe the fine Gentleman fancy'd his bed» 

And tumbrd out^ trembling, to pray. 

m. 

No Sunday-throng'd Routs then Politenefs diigrac'd^ 

But eaqh to the Temple repairs ; 
The Delicate, drcfs'd moft immenfely in Tafie, 

Attempted to fpell out their Prayers. 

IV. 

Under Beds, into Cellars, up Chimnies, in ihoalsj 

As Rabbits to burrows will fly ; 
The Free-thinkers ran, they believ'd then in Souls^v 

And blubbering,— begg'd not to die. 

V. • 

But when Appreheniion had labourM in vain. 

And Safety ilopp'd Penitent's din. 
Religion was quitted, for Seven is the Main, 

*Tis Church Time, my Dear, tue*U cut in* 
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VI. 

Before that lUbellum at CuUodcn fled. 

Pale Terror took Towns in the South; 

Laugh feem'd to want Mirth, nay, DehauckCncuk^d to Bed^ 
And Clamour was down in the Month* 

VIL 
Then Soldiers were welcomMi as Soldiers flioo*d be^ 

Nay, embraced, as the Props of the Land } 
And Englijhmen grateful, from Prejudice free. 

Shook bra* bonny Scots by the Hand. 

vra. 

Bat finee— may His Memory Britonh preferve^ 

Who gave to Inva/ion Defeat ; 
In Peace we permit our own Soldiers to fianre. 

And can't bear a Scotchman Oxoa*d eat. 

IX. 

E'er Mahomet con'd the Turk's Miffion hc^. 

Arch Gabricicame down as bis gueft $ 
He pnrify'd Mecca^s Profeflbr from fin, 

Extra^ing a Speck from his breail. 

X. 

That Spot we are bom with, 'tis Jcaloufyh Core, 

Mortality's Pain and Difgrace ; 
Pbck it out, and to hinder its hurting you more, 

Emvlation apply in its place. 
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SONG XC. 

F R E ED O M, 

Tune, — Btffy Befl, and Mary Gray. 

V/ O M E, come, Neighboars, drink about. 

Have done with Party^t pother. 
Lift not, ye Lads, to Uproar*^ rout. 

On one'iide nor on t'other. 
The Winners laugh, the Lofers rail, ^ 

Thus FaBion ever dins, fir ; 
Jnfanity tells Folly^s tajit, * 

The t?M/x will at the /wj, fir. '- ; ' ' '-''^ 

Oh, Common Serife /- once more defcend. 

To fave this JJle from finking i , .. . . ▼ 
Be once again Britannia*s friend. 

And fet her Sons to thinking ! 
No more by Knaves let us be rchooPd, ' 

But teach us libw to read 'em. 
Nor let well-meaning Men be fool'd 

By Privilege and Freedom, 

IIL . 
Where's Freedom .^— ^point oat how and i/^hmv 

We have enjoyfd that Bounty : 
When Magna Charta — aye,' An^en, — ^ f 

But tell me wl^ei^e's her Couaty ?* 
Why where our Prctperty^s fe^ur^d, -*• 

Where Liberty, foffeffing^ 
Then, Brother Britons ^ be aflur'd 

The Gamb Act is a Blefling. 

I 


[ 17^ 3 

LovM LiBnikTY ! . celeftiai Maid! 

Which way fhall we addrefs thee ? 
You're England's Genius it i4 faid. 

And BfhgUJh'n^ poflefs ye. 
We boaft too m\xz\ about thi^ Pair, 

For, nightly, tjio' wa, to^ft her, 
I wou'd not have you. Friends, dcfpair— 

But, faith,, I fear we!vc loft her. 

V. 

Like Hamlet's Ghoft, Hxaai here! His^^gpntt 

And only to be guefsM at ; 
As Maidenheads., when loft and won. 

Are what the' winners jeft at. 
In vain the Goddess opes her anns. 

No more her arms we^re wooing ; 
Idctntioufiufs lias Harlot^s charms, 

Which tempt to our undoing, 

LV. 
Wit, Beauty, Sciences, «id Arts, 

Are all become dependant; 
We're neither ft€« in Heads p&r Hearts, 

We're Slaves, and tkere's.an,end- on't. 
It was, and ever witt be fo. 

Each fettcrM tx^ feme FcUy ;i 
And, all the Libertjf we know, 

h-^ drink I and Icth be joHjt. 


<• 
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SONG XCI. 

H ON OUR. 

TvoiC^'^Confufion to him who a Bumper denies, 

V-/ U R Reckoning we've paid, here's to all bon repos. 
The Decks we have clear'dy and 'tis time we fhoald go ; 
A Coach did you fay ^ No ! I'm fober and flrong> 
Waiter ! call me a Link-boy, he'U light me along. 

II. 

Obfeqoious the dog with his dripping torch bows — - 
Your Honour I poar Jfack^ Sirt y^ur Honour Jack knows* 
For the fake of the pence thus he'll honour me on. 
Gold Duftftrowa the Race^graund where aU Honowr*% won* 

III. 

Hold your light up /-->what half-naked Objeds here lye. 
Thus huddled in heaps ?—G(W£Z^a«r Honour ^ they cry ; 
To poor creatures y your Honour^ Jome charity [pare 2 
Honour*$ phrafe is Necejity*s common-place prayer* 

IV. 
Young perifhing Outrcafis thus nightly are found. 
No Parilhes care, they're too poor ta be own'd. 
For hct in thefe times, wou'd be Policy's {cora» 
Who Diftrefs wou'd aflift, yet exped no Return. 

V. 

With Courtier-like bowing the Shoe-cleaners call, ' ^ 
And offer their Bruih, Stool, and fhining Black Ball ; 
Jfapanning, your Honour^ thefe Colourills' plan» 
And, really, iome Honours may want a Japan. 

I z 
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vr. 

To varni(h the Tafte is, — as cafes from dull. 
Each {)idure now glares with a tranfparent ctuft ; 
Nay, fome Ladies Faces are coIourM like Bliods, 
While men ufe japanning, which mafqaerades mind». 

VIL 
Of Honour, of Freedom, yet England can boafl. 
And Honour and FreedQm'a an Engliihman's Toall ; 
May Infamy ever Deferters attend. 
But Honours crown thofe who our Honours defend* 


SONG XCIL 

F O O L S - H A L L. 

' Tunc,— ^TAtf Sun in Virgin Lujirtjhonc. 

Old Homer nodded long ago. 
And modern Bards oft' fleep we know; 
They doze to dream, and dream to write, 
'Twas thus with me the other night. 
Sleeping by all fomnif Vous rules, 
Methought 'twas in the Hall of Fools ; 
More properly the place to call. 
The Learned fay, it was Fools-Hall. 

IL 

There Billing/gate, with front of brafs. 
And FoBion, rode on braying Afs ; 
While fcurril' Banter leer'd along. 
With face buffoon, and loU'd-out tongue. 


Riot there, with mooth ilretch'd widc» 
On a Drunkard fat aftride; 
Spangled Lewdne/s op'd the Ball, 
And Nonfenfe echo'd round Fools-Hail. 

. . "I. 

CreduUty, the Dupe of Lyes, 
Stupidity in Thought's difguife ; 
DuUneJs walked in Hood and Cowl, 
Solemn as the broad^fac'd Owl. 
Quirk and Quibble hand in hand. 
In LawyeT*s gown, and PUadcr*s band. 
On tiptoe Pride o'erlook'd them all,— 
While Scandal flew about Fools*HalL 

IV. 
Bafe Scribblers armM with white and black, 
To Ihine or foil, to heal or hack. 
With ilone-blind Ignorance flood next. 
And Pedants tearing Shake/peare*9 text. 
There Prejudice the day denies. 
With hands held up before his eyes ; 
Pert Dijipation welcomed all ; 
She kept it up within Fools* HalL 

V. 

With Vanity blind Zeal was pair'd j 
Hipocrify their profits fhar'd ; 
Frauds pimp -like, Superjiition led. 
Bat hoodwink'd, to ImpoJlure*% bed. 
Mifs AfeBation made the Rout, 
Debauch the fick'ning PeaR fat out ; 
While DoSiors waited Symptom*s call, 
Difeafe^i vapours fiird Fools-HaU. 

13 


VI. 

The ftapid Heirs of muck'd-op Land, 
With wheezing Gluttons throng'd the Strand; 
Great fport they hop*d, they longM to fee» 
Heedlefs what vidim 'twas to be. 
But wealthy Dunces joke the Bell 
On Merit, when 'tis moft diftreft'd ; ' 
While SotSf while Coxcombs great and final!. 
Paraded, grinning, round Fools^Hall. ' 

vir. 

Plain Truth appearM, bnt at the fight 

They fhriek*d,— they cou'd not bear the Fright ; 

The Cry confin'd him in the Stocks, 

And Virtue prov'd not Orthodox. 

Honour riw pariih pafe'd away. 

And Wit was gaggM for FoUyh play ; 

Deferted Beauty, mock'd by all. 

The Beadle's Whip drove from Fools»Hall* 

VIII. 
O'erwhelm'd with what I faw, I wept. 
And, happily, no longer ilept; 
Malice, methought, had fpy'd my tears, 
Expofing me to Party's Sneers, 
Who hifs'd, and ihov'd me thro' the throng | 
I 'woke, as I was dragg'd along, — 
Here's Women, 'Wine, and Health to all, 
Who fcom the crouds which fill FooU-HaU^ 
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P O L I t I C. S. 

Ttme^^-'Tu a Txodvemonth ago, nay, perhaps it is twain. 

As an EngKfhman onght» I "wiih well to my King, 
As an EngliAmaii ^g^ ibr siy Ooimtry V\\ &$g^ 
And sny Jttiflid IjmaII tolU: '$t>i 4 Ka«||4om to mei; 
By hi^ fiirthiight %.M9^$fi ^9fe» 'fUnk mi fpeak £rcc» . 

n. 

My Hearts of Oak, ftoatly yon call out for Freedom, 
And LiMettjff PropZftyt-^rtzMy we need 'em ; 

fiat <lon't qtfie To taid :^i4i»il fteiii'ry «»dite» 
Rogues will bay»'-'bat tvho fells, Sirif''^tbM ihows who^s 
tobkuAe, . * 

III. 
Ye n<nfe-m«kliig, iMi4M«tfking, Licqneyi W FACUoni^ 
Ye infane Difturben, who're bit by Diftra£tiona, 
Think what yottW«boiitv ivhea the loaded yon bawl. 
Not a man that yoa're mad for, but laughs at ye all. 

IV. 

Who Patriots were once now are Patriots no moise. 
And what has been, certainly may be, encore ; 
Nay, have not fome Bufllers confefs'd their intentions | 
They opened their months imtil Mvm poppM in Penfioni% 

V. 

To be tuifeh the word) liowifat wcnicomdlibodC 
Is, — the wife arc tfadfe in, and the otiier»-wiib ettti 
So fmall's the difttnAkm betwixt one anothd*. 
When Outs became Ins, then theyVe wifcr ihan ^bther* 

1 + 
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VI. 'i ^• 
The World has, withoat one exception, a Rt|le, 
The rich Man's a wife Mdn, the poor Man's a Fool ; 
And foolUh he is, faith, fince Money's the tefl. 
Who attempts not to get what will get all the reft. 

vn. 

Attend and depend thro' the year, fo you siay. 
And begin, ^^afte and end the next joft the fame way .; 
As to promife on promife fach fchemes 1 condemn ; 
Folks will not ferve as unlefi we can fervc them. 

VIFL 
Let OS now (erve oarfelves, fill oar Glafles, fill high. 
We'll laogh when we're pleas'd^ and well drink when 

we're dry ; 
And w€iK dtink the King*s Health, ^tit the beft Toaft 

of all — 
Here's oar I^ord of ihe Manovh in LiUrty'Hall. 


SONG XCIV. 

A CARICATURE. 

Tunc, — P(?^Affr day as I /at in the fycamorc Jhade, 

I. 

!M[aN^s all Contradidion, a medley Machine, 
Now this Thing, and now he is that ; . 

To-day all in Spirits, to-morrow allSpleen, 
'Ehe next, knows not what to be at.. 
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II. 

When in Love,.— haw he labours the prize to obtain ; 

If, luck'l/y he draws Beauty's Lot, 
He'll hate what he has, nay, PofTeilion's a pain. 

And he's mad to have what he has not. 

in. 

When the wind's in the Bail, fad and fick of his life, - 

As if under Spell of Queen Mab ; 
He is always at home Sir John Bjiute to his Wife, 

Abroad Jerry Sneak to his Drab. 

IV. 
At the Tavern he'll prove all Religion is Art, 

And laughs at Eternity's Doom ; 
But in Bed, when alone in the dark, how he'll ilart 

If a Moufe only moves in the room* « 

V. * 

He fwears, aye and loudly, that he will be free. 

Nay, dye e'er his Country difgrace ; 
Confufion to Miniflers ! drinks on his knee. 

Then, riiing, runs off for a Place, 

VI. 

Wives, Sifters, or Daughters, wherever he ftays> 

A prey for Debauch he intends ; 
Proper Gratitude thus for his Welcome he pays i 

It is right to be fond of one's Friend. 

VII. 
Shou'd Pique prompt his Spoufe to retaliate in kind. 

He'll bellow f)eath. Vengeance, and all/ 
JVfy Pi/tols bring quick ! — but, quick changing his mind 

On his Proftor, imprimis, he'll call. 

Is V 
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vni. 

When maudlin at nighty as 'ds nightly the cafe. 

How loving the Creature appears ; 
While drops from dim eyes trickle down his fmear'd face. 

And Hickups keep Time to his Tears. 

IX. 

Pooliih friendfhips he'll proffer, and fulfome repeat^ 
But the zeal of the night fnorM away. 

Tot his intereft, indeed, he to-morrow may meet. 
If not, he don't know you next day. 

X. 

Mot the beft of us all, not a Man is exempt. 

If otirfelves we impartially fcan ; 
We are Objedls for Pity, or elfe for Contempt; 

Mifcondu^l is Maftcr of Man. 

XL 

As agsunft our own wills we are tumbled to TowOj 

So reludbmt again we go out ; 
In chafing and changing that Will up and down« 

We Wifdomites blunder aboul. 

XU. 
ftill blunder we muft, as we're bom but to dye» 

And as wife in the Dark as the Light ; 
But in Drinking, my Bucks, all Miftakes we defy# 

Here's a Bumper to prove ourfelves right. 
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SONG ^fiCV. 

BEAUMEDE VIE^ 

Tune, — Ta;^ Gods cf great Honour* 

To T/ufeus was tumingy . 
When miifing her MaA» 4o the fiendi down Ibe flew ^ 

Her cries' oiuivaiHn£» 
- She faw far off^ faiiing. 
His Ship %re the wind kfs'ning fmft to her view. 

She loit her fine hair,; 

Beat her breaft in defpair. 
Spread her arms to the fkies, and funk down in a fwoon^ 

When Bacchus f 'midft y£tker, 

Bcgg'd leave of his Father 
To comfbn the Lady, — Jove granted the Boon* 

n. 

Then gently defcendii\gy 

Her forrows befriending. 
His Tkyrjis he (Iruck 'gainft the big-hdly^d £arth» 

When o'er the imootk gravely 

In murmuring travel, 
A fpring of Champaigir at her iiead bubbled forth ; 

She, wakM with the fcent. 

Gave her forrows freih vent. 
Yet to drink was determin'd, exhaufted by tears ; 

She taHes the Champaign, 

Licks her lips, tailes again, 
V^nd feeb herfelf fuddenly freed from her feaii» 

16 
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III. 

As ftill (he kept fipping, 
- Her heart lighdy leaping. 
She lookM upon Thef. as a pitiful Elf; 

Wine tum'd her to finging» 

In hopes it wou'd bring in 
A Lover ; -— 'twas lonely to drink by herfelf. 

The God,, her Adorer 
; ^Confe'is'dy flood before he)-. 

She haird the Celeftial, fhe welcomed the Guefl ; 

Champaign ftoppM refinance. 

She kept not her Diftanoe, 
Bttt jollily clafp'd the yoiing Buck to her BreafL 

IV. 

Each Girl given over, 
^ Betray'd by her Lover, 
To Hartfhom, to Salts, or Salt-water may fly ; 

But weVe an Elixir • 

Will properly fix her. 
If properly (he'll the Prcfcription apply : 

The Reapers wholfome, 

*Tis Beautyh befl Balfam, 
]For which we refufe tho' to pocket a Fee. 

As gratis we give it. 

Girls grateful receive It, 
So here's to the Pra^iceof Lovc\\Beaume dc Vic. 
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SONG XCVI. 

THE NORFOLK FARMER. 

Tune, — Fm marry* d^ and happy ^ with wonder hear this. 

When the early Cock crows at the day *s dappl'd dawn« 

And foaring Lark through the air. trills. 
E'er yet the warm Sun drinks the dews from the lawn, . 

Or vapours uncover the hills ; 
While Ploughmen are whiflling, as furrows they turn. 

And Shepherds releafing their care, 
I rife to unkennel, :at (bund of the Horn, 

Or Courfe, with my Greyhounds, the Hare. 

II. 
In Spring-time obferving my Hulbandmcn fow. 

Then fee how my Yearlings go on ; 
Sometimes, riding round, mark my Tumip-men hoe. 

Or in Barn what my Threlhers have done. 
At Home, with the Parfon, 'bout Markets I prate. 

His Tythes, tho' I never delay ; . 
We properly each ihou'd maintain in his State, 

The Vine-dreiTer's worthy his pay. 

III. 
My Milk-maidens, mom and eve. Dairy-cows prefs^ 

For cuilards, cream, puddings, and cheefe ; 
My Daughters keep market in neat but plain drt^s^ 

And Dame too — but *tis when fhe'll pleafe. . 
We never for Matter or Miftrefslhip ftrive. 

But Man and Wife's Lot ihare and fliare ; 
As Gratitude tells us, in Friendfhip we live. 

Do the fame ye Crim. Cons* if ye dare. 


IV. 
My Poultry is all by my good Woman brtd^ < 

My Garden gives Roots for my Health, 
For London my Baliocks on beft fodder fed. 
Yet I pinch not the Poor for my Wealth. 
^ I've plenty of Game in my copfes and woods^ 
My Flock on it's thyme-feeding thrives ; 
With Fifh full well ftor'd are my ponds and my floods^ 
And Hooey from yon' row of hives. 

V. 

What grateful Retam is to Undv&y mad< ! 

What Reward have the Bees for their Toil ? 
We boaft of our Rights, yet, thdr Rights we invade^ 

And fetze on their Labours as Spoil. 
But Jufiict to Power is only a name. 

Great Fiihes devour the fmall ; 
Gteat Birds, and great Beafts, and great Men do the fkme^ 

^TiU Death, the grand Robber,., takes all. 

VI. 

Content Ipveads my cloth, and fays Grace after Meat> 

While Welcome attends at my board; 
No Outlandiih Mixture difguifes my treaty 

My Wine my ^wn Orchards afibrd. 
Widi a Glafs in my Hand, to Churchy Comitry, and Kbtg, 

1 drink, as a SubjeA ihou'd do ; 
Perhaps my Dame (miles, then one Song I moft ftig» 

So, -fir, if you pleafe, pray do yon. 


SONG xcvn. 

THE AUCTION. 

Tane,— PAo / Pox on this Nonfenfe^ I prithee give o^er. 

I'LL drive to fing fomediing, yet wou'd not do wrong. 
Will you pleafe to accept of a Common-place Song ; — 
This World's like an Aa£):ion for felling and fhowing. 
Truth, Friendjhip, and Gratitude, -^ going f '^ a going f 

IL 

They are going I — bat how ? not by hammer knockM down J 
N09 no! oat of Tafte, they moft go oat of Town. 
Sach Huff woo'd oinr dear diffipation encumber. 
They are ihippM oJfF to fea^ and exported as lamber* 

m. 

Preferment put np ! who bids ? /, /, 7, 7; 
Such a noife it has made we the Lot muft put by : 
At the name of Preferment if uproar is heard. 
No wonder fuch clamour againft the preferred. 

IV. 
Confiifion, and eke ContradiAion its mate. 

Fill our heads with, — I don't know what politic prate | 

As.all to be in, fuppoie ecjual pretences. 

Of Innings when ^auik^d, they're out of their Sbnifes, 

V. 
Yet, ferioufly, Sirs, diis world's not fo bad ; 
Some Women are chafte, and fome Men are not ttad t 
But where do they live f *tis not worth while to try, 
They are facb fort of Iblks other folks can^t live nigk« 
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VI. 
How eafy is Wcakncfs by Wickedncfs tiimM, 
Unworthinefs welcom'd, and Merit is fcom'd; 
The Female Sex charge not with proftitute Vice, • 
Mankind will be bought come but up to their price. 

Vlf. 
All Men and their Meafures 'tis eafy to fee, 
Ko Parties f but Parties of PUafurc for me; 
Let this Side, or that Side, or both Sides be mad. 
We know no diflindtion but good Men and bad* 

VIII. 
Will any here heiiate how they declare ? 
Or, Toail the good people at home and elfewhere ^ 
Their country, complexion, religion, or wealth. 
We heed not, but drink to the Honest Man's Health* 


SONG xcvm. 

THE PICTURE* 

Tune,— Kti^ Songjiers too ojten Apologies make, 

^r I(bing well to good folks, both on this and that. 

By my own fire-fide, with my Lafs, 
Not yawning, nor mute, but in fpiritful chat, 

Td did England I took off my glafs. 

II. 

The next to my King: and the third was a Joke, 

Of all places I toafled The*^eji i 
Che feemed not to hear, but her cheeks bluihes fpoke 

The Wanton my Sentiment giiefs'd. 
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III. 

Her boibnr I prefa'dy to my lips it arofe. 

The crimfoii ftill llafliing her face ; 
With love'lifping laugh, ihe replied, ** I fappofe 

** You prefume I can gaefs at the place.'' 

IV. 
I anfwer'dy but firft for my Fee took a Kifs, 

** Where the Temple of Love we attend, 
<' Beauty's columns begin at the Fountain of Blifs ; 

** In tapering outlines they end. 

V. 

** On the top, at the Arch of Enjoyment unite, 
*• Curl'd tendrils the Pediment grace ; 

" For Cupid's Pantheon, the Shaft of Delight 
*' Muft fpring from the Mafculine Bafe. 

VI. 
<* If the Lady of this perfect Manfion you'll fee,'* 

As I fpoke, gave my hand to the Lafs, 
" Oh, by all means,'* (he faid;— <' then, my dear, come 
" with me;" 
So I led my Girl up to the glafs. 

VIL ^ 

Off ihe tum'd, with a pfhah! yet no anger expreft ; 

Good- breeding fcorns Prudery's fkreen ; 
*Mong our dinner-time toajlsy when we drink to the Btfi^ 

We only moft excellent mtsm, 

VHI. 
Remember, my Bucks, when you're aiming at Jokes 

Be fure make the moft of a Jeft ; 
Not like the aflembly of impotent folks. 

Who prove themfelves, '^bad at the iejt* 
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IX. 

Oar Youths in tbeir waifts are novir fcaroely a ipso. 

An infenitble, expletive crew ; 
When Lovelineft weds «)», in hopes of a Mas, 

'Tifi the ^"orft thing a Lady can <lo. 

Let our Bottles, like Globes, have elliptical fweep ; 

Geometrifts mind what I fay 

May beautiful Parallels diilances keep. 

To give Perpendiculars way. 


SONG XCIX. 

THE MA S Q^U E R A D E; 

a, 
LABOUR IN VAIN. 

• « 

Tune, — ^ Majks M^ 

Once Juplter'z Lady, call'd Juno tho Scold, 
At Toilet imagined herfelf to look oki i 
In a pet put a Veil on to hide her disgrace, 
Then ichem'd how each Beauty ihou'd ihadow her facoi* 

Sin^ tantarurara MaJks aU\ 

a. 

Firft England nsview'd, there, an^ais'd, M^am iaw 
Many Faces and Forms without faihjre or flaw ; 
Then others difcover'd whofe Features wer^ fyi^ead,, 
All tajiy^ all pofiy, with cauf&s of lead. 
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III. 

Thofe laft pleas'd the Queen, wJio declar'd, with« 
The Folfy of Fajkion fhoa'd lead in this Ifle ; 
The great gifts of Jove they were dup'd to defpif«» 
And natural Beauty by Art they difguife* 

IV. 

'Tis an Empirey ihe faid^ of Drefs^ Drinking, andSofig^ 
Of Bathing, — becaufe we are bit by Bon Ton : 
Her fcheme, (he foretold, would fucceed with th^ town^ 
For whatever*s imported mull always go down. 

V. 

A Card flew to Pan^ who was fkill'd in thefe matters^ 
To model fome Maiks from the Portraits of Satyrs ; 
Of Prqferpine aflt'd Merry Andreto*s Shadt^ — • 
Without a Buffoon there is no Mafquerade* 

VI. > 

Pale Mifs AfftEation wu orderM in hafte^ 
To drefs up the Phantom, and call the thing Tafiej 
I'hen taught it to talk, juft one pfarafe aod ao moffe^ 

Do you know me? it fqueak'd, do you know me f encore» 

vn. 

*Twas the Thing, for 'twas foreign, it nrnft be ador*d,— • 
It gagg'd depos'd IVit ; when will Wit be reftor'd ? 
When Englijhmen — (thus it was Truth bid me fay) 
Willjhezu to their own Underfiandings fair play, 

vnr. 

The World is no more than one vaft Mafquerade, 
Where, by beft concealments^ beft fortunes are made j 
But why (hottld Plain Dealing pretend to complain. 
Reformation to Labour is '^Labour in vain. 

Sing tantararara Majks alU 
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SONG C. 

THE MARQUIS OF GRAN BY. 

Tune, — Skanbuy. 

1 HO* Auflria and Pruflia, France, Flanders, and Ruflia^ 

Have Heroes who claim an attention ; 
On the long lift of Fame, as I look'd at each name, 
A Briton I thought (he 0iou'd mention. 

A Man among Men, 

Who was worthy her pen. 
Nor cou'd (he doabt who muft the Man be ; 

As I faw not the whole, 

She unfolded the fcroll, 
And at top ftood the Marquis of Granby» 

n. 

Old Time (hook his Scythe,— aa he totting flood by. 

His Iron Teeth dreadfully grated; 
Yet the fad-looking Crone cleared his brow from a frpwh» 
When Fame had my bufinefs related. 
The cheeks of the Churl, 
With a fmile feem to ciirl, 
And ilheerfully anfw*ring as can be. 
Says the fingle-lock'd Seer, 
«* Sir, this point's pretty clear, 
•* We all lov'd the Marquis of Cranby^ 

III. 
f By order of Fate I was bid to tranflate 

" That Hero to happier llation ; 
«« The trumpet of Fame ftiook the air to proclaim 

*' Her Granfy's beatification." 
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He (hines now a Star, 

Near the Planet of War, 
Illu^b-ious Soldier befriend us. 

Be thy Influence our Shield, 

And, when darM to the Field, 
May thy Martial Spirit attend us. 

VI. 

Grief, away with your tears, fee his Lineage appears. 

We remember thofe looks, and adore 'em ; 
They fhall live in our loye, and, my life oa*t, they prore 
As brave as the brave Man before 'em. 
What more can we fay ? 
But the Granby*8 huzza ! 
Encore ! loud and" loud as loud can be : 
To the brim fill it up. 
It is Gratitudii*s Cup, 
Off it goes. To' the Of spring of Granby. 


'^m^^ 


SONG CI. 

CONCLUSION OF THE HUMBUG. 

TO THE SAME TUNE. 

1 HE Sages of old, and the Leam'd of this day, 

JFa, la, la. 

About Life and Living have faid and will fay 

Fa, la, la* 

About and about it, about and about. 

They ev^ry iking fay, but can make nothing ooti ' 

Fa, I0, la. 
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ir. 

Rail on if yoa pleafe, when the Knowing-ones win. 
Yet half the world ftrives to take t'other half in ; 
Bat all fchemes concluded, andLofs and Gain fummMi 
Both Biters and Bubbles are equally hnimn'd. 

m. 

Let thofe who will, hunt after Fame and fond dreams, 
Bi«ak their reft, necks, or hearts in pnrfoit of fnch fchemes t 
Shou'd they what they wifit to be ever become. 
They will find all they longM for, alas ! but a Hum. 

IV. 

By Terror of Parents, or tempted by Gain, 

The Lady refigns ta fome JefTamy Swain ; 

When Hufbands fuch delicate creatures become, — 

When Haibandftl-— no, not fi» 'tis there lies the Hum. 


V. 

Vnien Beauty, all brilliant, (hines Queen of the Ring, 
Such Grace and fuch Taftc, and fuch — 6\i\Jhc*s the Thing! 
Hoto happyt her Hufiandf'^hQ may be, -—but mum. 

For fometimes fuch happinefs is but a Hum. 

• « 

•'^ VL 

What Rout 'mong the Rich at an only Son's Birth,* 
And what a Parade when Papa's put in Earth ; 
Go caft up, who pleafes, Felicity^ s Aim, 
From Birth unto Burial the Total's a Hum. 
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VII. 
The Profit of Life is o»t-ballanc'd by Coft, 

Fa^ lUf la* 
Joy ever mud be ia Satiety Icik ; 

Fa^ idf la. 
It is, — :it has iljtppM mt^ what 'tis Td be at, — 
So a Bumper I'll drtdcy thfire's no Humbug in that. 

Fa^ Idy Ickm 


SONG cir. 
S L E E P. 

Tvxief^Ry thcgc^fy circling Glq/i^ 

Sleep, thou leaden, lazy God, 

What's thy Balm for Sorrow's Wound? 
What thy wonder-working Rod, 

Can it rentier Wretches found ? 
Not thy fFflTi^,— no, no 'tis Wine I 

Wine can all Diftrefs defy ; 
Ecce Signumy — here's the fign. 

Don't believe me, drink and try« 

Let the reftlefs Sleep invoke. 

Sleep which cicatrizes' Care ; 
Let — but,, I fay, Sleep^s a joke,, 

Wine's the Dofc againft Defpair* 
What we have been? —why, farewell ! 

What we might be ? —we'll not t^ink.-* 
What we fhall be ! — who can tell ! 

Here we are,-r»nd^ere we'll drink. 
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III. 

When my Face deep wrinkles &ize. 

And my Head with palfy (hakes ; 
When the Goat benambs my Knees, 

And my voice, once manly, breaks ; 
When the funken Cheek (hews pale. 

And the hollow Eyes blear dim ; 
When the Ear and Mem'ry fail. 

And unnerv'd each wither'd Limb. 

IV. 
Then repining, then Pll fay, 

Lifcy alas ! is alia Cheat I 
When I've noticing left to pay, 

Envioas, then, abofe the Treat, 
Soon or late, bat late's too foon. 

Who will truH to-morrow may ; 
Thinking puts one out of Tune, 

Let us drink, my Lads, to-dr.y, 

V. 
Day by day, and night by night. 

Joyful Jubilees we keep ; 
Life we meafure by Delight, 

Tell me, — have we time to (leep ? 
Prefent Time is in our power. 

And the means that Time t' improve ; 
Tafte it, 'tis Enjoypient's Hoar, 

Pledge me. Lads, in Wine and Love. 

VI. 
Let the Glafs and Lafs be kifsM, 

Let not coynefs chill the fcene ; 
To excufc, or to refift. 

Is High Treafon <o Love's Qeecn. 
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Pouting Lips» and panting Breafts^ 
Prefling, mingling, murm'ring join ; 

Wine infpiring Beauty's guefts. 
Pledge me, lads, 'tis Lovt and Wine, 


SONG ciir. 
THE LONDON HUNT. 

Tune, — Come rouft Brother Sportfmtn^ &c. 

1 HO* faf from Field Sports, we will Field Sports apply. 
Hark ! hark ! focial Sportfmen, hark forward and try ; 
Nor think we want Game^ tho' were fettlM in Town, 
It*s Follies are Game, which we here will hunt down. 

II. 

We break Cover firft, and throw oiF 'mong the Great, 
By Babblers furroundcd, call Flatterers of State ; 
Whip them ofF,. for they're vermin unworthy a chace. 
Their Patron's dilhonour, and Bounty's difgrace. 

III. 
Like Pageants, the Nimrods of Nabobs behold ! 
'Midil all they have purchas'd by flrange gotten Gold ; 
Tho* large packs of Livery Couples they own. 
When Confcience ftarts upj can they all hunt it down ? 

IV. 

In French varnifli'd chariots fee Quacks drawn along, 
Like Death, looking down on their ViSiims, the Throng ; 
With tales of their Med'cines each paper abounds,— 
Hunt iheir No ftrums ;^^nOf no! — they v/Q\x^d poifon our 
hounds. K 
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V. 

Difappointmtnt againft the Succefsful exclaims^ 
And Enxfy will always make Uproar call names. 
Thofe pelts of the public to Clamour make courts 
To-kennel fuch curs, for they only fpoil fpoct* 

VI. 

The Outs 'gainft the Inns will for ever take aim» 
And Minifters muft be the MuUittide^s game ; 
'Tis Tempcfts and Tides which preferve the pure Sea, 
We foon (hou'd be fbgnate if all ihou'd agree. 

VII. 

Beat about for frefh fport» thro' yon' Hall let us draw» 
It abounds in Black GavUj and that Game is the Lazuj 
Call the Dogs off I fay, — there have nothing tq do» 
If you meddle with them they'll foon turn and hunt you. 

vm. 

We're at faulty but whofe is it ? come, Sportfmen, try back. 
Hark to Honefty, that's the prime hound in our pack s 
We are all found and ftaunch, for a briik Burjt prepare, 
Tallio ! 'tis a Bumper,-<*fill free and drink fair. 

IX. 

Here's the Queen of our Hunt, 'tis Britannia^ otir boaft ; 
Old England for ever ! let that be the Toaft j 
See a frelh bottle ibrts, one view hollow ; — huzza ! 
The Fox Brujh, and Bcaut/s Brujk, brufli them away* 
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SONG CIV. 

THE MAN. 

f — 

Txxntf'^How pleafant tht Meads zuere, how joyful the Scene* 

IT is he who's unaw'd by the found of a Name, 

Yet harbours no Hate in his breail ; 
What his Betters may do he pretends not to blame» 

As he hopes they do all for the beft. 
To his King he is juft, to his Country he's true. 

And true to his Friend and his Glafs ; 
A Sportfman who always with fpint comes thro' 

And ne'er baulk'd a Leap^ nor a Lafs. 

II. 
No Office W^tters^,' compounds with no Cheat, 

But ever takes Honefly's part ; 
Compaffion awaits on his JuiHce's feat. 

And Charity tenants his Heart. 
When a love-laden Lafs with contrition appears. 

For Girls are enfnar'd like the Game, 
His tendernefs turns not away from her tears. 

His pity prevents her -from fhame. 

III. 
To Game^ABs he fancies our Liberty yields. 

So fets their infliflions aiide ; 
Frotedtion allows not to vermin in iields. 

Which is to the Freeborn deny'd. 
Soppofe a Young Idler at birds fhou'd take ai^}. 

Or Pufs take, perhaps, in a fi^are. " ' 
Muft Englijhmens* Birthright be forfeit for Carne^ 

And Man made a Slave for a Hare f' - 

K 2 


[ 196 ] 

IV. 
If Sticks from the Hedge of his Honour ate foand 

In the lap of the big-belly M poor. 
While fleet fills the air, and deep fnow's pn the ground. 

And Mifcry groans at the door ; 
Humanity tells him to feek out the caufe. 

Which prompted Difirtfs to turn Thief i 
Convinc'd 'cwas mere Want^ he awakf^ not the laws. 

But ftops future crimes by BAitJ. 

V. ^ 

This, this is tht Marif uncorrupted he ftands. 

To Baal who ne'er bow'd the knee ; 
Unmortgag'd,. enjoys all his Anceftor^s Lands, 

And ever liv'd debtlefs and free. 
Yes, yes, this is He, this the Man to ray, mind. 

The' Man who no Party can fnare 5 : : . 
Shall I tell you, my Friends, where this Man you may findj 

I wou*d^— if I cou'd but tell where. 


T 


n I i\ 


so N G CV. 

MY NOSE. 

< 

Tmef-r-An A/s, an AJs. 

W^HILE people ,caird Poets* ia Blank Verfe, .or Rhimc, 

Pindarics or Epics compofe. 
And celebrate heroes in Sonnet;s fublime> 

My fubjeft is, fimply, — my Noje, 
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The large Nofe and Idng on6, thereby hangs aTale^ 

A Tail the old Scholiafls fuppofe ; 
£x nofcituT Nafo — but Proverbs may fall, 

I find it, in faith^—^by my Nofc* 

IIL 

* 

The boy^jof Contiit bluihing AfmV deride, 

t^of^^xcoinbs are Modefy^i foes; 
I challenge the fons and the daitghters of Pride 
'To move fiich a— ^mnfcolar No/e. 

IV. 
Pfcmdheus, *m taiit formM oar Atklmal Clay» 

For qttiek^ning to ^tket he rofe 1 
I fti^r that Tome 'Prentice, when he was awtyi 

A lUllt afidt flkov'd— m> Nofl. 

V. 
I prcfomei— buti perhaps, 'tit prefumptlott to ftyi 

I even prefume to fiippofcy 
Z ihouM fet myfeir up in the Song-finging Wayi 

When I ought to fet down vAth^my Nofi, 

VI. 

My Song therefore ends,— now a Toaft with your leave— 

May Wifdom our Councils compofe, 
May Britom be Friends, and forget and ibrgive. 

And at Ftf^ipn— each turn up his Noji, 
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SONG CVI. 

' SERIOSITY. 

t 

Tune^^-T^ii coldjlinty Heart it isycu xuko have taarm^d* 

A. 
White winter has left Bs, with all its chill;^Buo, 
And fruitful Spring puts forth its fouds o*tt thtfikm ; 
The Birds their glad welcome by warblings exprefs^ 
All Nature feems pleas'd at the change of her drefs. 

II. 
Let us take example, and merrily fibg. 
Each moment at Midnight to us is new Spring ; 
Our green cover'd-Table, a Garden for Souls, 
Our Nofegays are Bumpers we gather from BowIs« 

III. 
With Daifies, with Kii|ig*cups, the meadows are crowii'd^ 
But BIofToms from Bacchus our Verdure (unround ; 
'Tis Life — and iuch Life too» which only Bucks know ; 
As for Death, we ^can talk about him when we. go* 

IV. 
When coliin'dy no matter to us all the fun. 
The fmart things we've (aid, or the droll things we've done ; 
Future Fame's-all^ joke— Pm for Life's prefent treat. 
What's to come may be queer, for To-morrow's a Cheat. 

V. 

'Tis certain that one by one, all muft refiga 
The poll of true pleafure. Healthy Women, and Wine. 
Think, Ladies, what Life is, and Living improve. 
To bilk the bafe worms, beHow Beauty on Lov€. 


[ 199 3 

VI. 
As we ought, we reflect oa Life's pleafure and pain. 
We have liv'd, drank, and lov*d, we'll repeat them again, 
While Dtjvrcs depend on Mility's aid — 
But Faculties failing,^bere. Sexton, your fpade ! 

VU. 
I have aded from InJiinS, I've liv'd upon Whim, 
As to Prudence, — I can't fay I e'er drank with him ; 
With the Sun tho' Iv'e drove round the Bottle in Tune, 
And have labou^'d all Night with Queen Midwife the Moon, 

^ VIII. 
As to fins,^— why. Repentance will ihorten our fcore, 
The loweH have Hopes, and <he highed no more ; 
We rpeak a6 \^ feel, and we adl as we thinks 
And to Men of Tuch MomIs a Bumper we'll drink. 

IX. 
Here's to thofe who, like us, AfeBoHcns defy. 
Not Spendthrifts of life, nor like Mifers wou'd dye : 
When cali'd on to pay, calmly cafl up expence. 
And drink theit M Toaft,-^^ good Journey from hence , 
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SONG CVII. 

TrtE SQ^UABBLE. 

Tune, — Pvjk the Bottle ahoutp &c. 

vJ N Ida one day, at Olympical feaft. 

The Lafs loving Jove was the Hoft, iir. 
Who gayly propofing a Health lo the Beft, 

On Venus he fix'd for his Toaft, fir ; 
Each Deity Anil'd as the Glafs wait aboat. 
But, pettifhly, Pallas her Bumper threw oat. 
She fpoke not, but feem'd by her manner to doubt 

The juilice of toafting Mifs Venus* 

II. 
Then yuno broke filence, and fwore by her power^ 

Her face looking pale like a Spedre, 
" The Liquor was turning exceffiyely four, 
" The Toaft gave a Fufl to the Neaar/* 
Minerva msHiciouiiy (econds the Queen, 
** I wonder. Papa, what it is you can meao, 
^* Sure: other Celeitials are fweet and as clean, 

** Tho* not quite fo common as Venus,*' 

III. 

Dear Ma'am, replies Demirep Dio, and bow'di 

Your breeding juft pars your good- nature, 
But afk the Gods round, and, Nem. Con, 'tis allow'd» 

To all I'm fuperior in Feature. 
To be fure you're a Prude, and Enjoyment to fpite. 
That ugly Shield bear, as if Lovers you'll fright. 
Enough they are fcar'd when they've once had a fight 

Of the old-maiden face of Minerva. 


IV. 

Her Sovereign and Spoafe haughty Juno may teize. 

And bed-chamber women be rating. 
And you Mifs Militia, as long as you pleafe. 

May liften to Sopfaften prating ; 
But I) who am Emprefs of Love and*its Laws, 
Who have from Immortals and Mortals applaufe^ 
Whof« Beauties — but Beauty ('quoth Vulcan J has flaws; 
When Mars knit his brow and look'd frowning 

V. 
jyove rofe in a r^, as he rofe tho' he reel'd. 

And Hiccups gave out by the hundred ; 
Like Artills on Ice, to the right and left wheel'd. 
By Styx then he fwore and he thunderM : 
Two to one. Madam Ox-Eye, is very foul play ; 
Mifs Brain-born I beg. you'll difpatch and away, 
«« Or what Paris told me of both, I ihall fay." 
The Goddeffes went away grumbling. 

VL 

Come, come ! (fays youngB^xccAwj^ pray> father, have done. 

They are off; in the Milky- Way, walking, 
We'll drink and be merry, the Goffips are gone— 

Of a Song brother Phzbus was talking. 
Apollo began, with the help of the Nine, 
The Ladies returning, good-natur'dly join, 
Such power has Mufic when mingled with Wine, 
All friendly were fuddled together. 




KS 
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SONG cvni. 

THE PORTRAIT; 

L A, L Ai LA. 

Tone,— C(?/m and Phabe, 

Y £ Bibbers who fip limpid Hdiconh Rill, 
Ye Lords oi large Manoars on ParnafTiis Hill, 
Allow me, a Scribbler, to try at Solfa, 
And langoifh, in liquids, a LoVe-Song, la, la* 

IL 
The Grubber in Kennels for old Iron feeks, 
A Grabber for Thoughts fcrubs the jlreams of the Greekl^ 
With ftumpy Quills raking each Claflical Spa> 
To pick op fome Simile Pragments, la, la. 

HL 
I wdaMy if I €0u*d, with the Muies make free> 
But which of thofe Sillers will Men to me ? 
Attraction I want, their attention to draw. 
As I'm old, they'll object, that it mail be, la^ la* 

IV. 
Ye Ladies of Lapland, who beefoms bedride. 
Or, pair'd in Witch Whi&eys, aflant the Moon Aide ; 
If Fiends, x>t if Friends, you have harneis'd to draw. 
Let me be Foflilion, and trot on la, la. 
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V. 

Ground Ivy has crown'd me inftead of the Bays, 
Right Ht>Uand*i,iarpires my rare Roundelays ; 
Mifs Soap Suds 1 fiog, by Poetical Law, 
To Shifts more than Shirts we are put, la, la, la. 

VI. 
Ye Dabblers in Diftichs wherever ye fiiore» 
On flock beds in cellars, or Garreteers foar, 
Arottze from your blankets, afiift me to draw. 
My Love's half, three-quarters, and whole-length, la, lam 

VII. 
Her Eye-brows are Crofs-bOWs, the Bolts are her Looks, 
With which my poor Senfbs are knock -d do\^'like Rooks ^ 
Her Cheeks — but who can a confparifon draw ? 
Not Carmine, — no, «no ; fhe has none ! 'tis la, la / 

VIIL 
Her Lips ! and fuch Lips, and fuch KiflTes they gave» 
That Prudence was gagg'd, and fent off* as a flave ; 
They found in my Mind's Magna Charta a flaw ; 
Non-fuited my Judgment, and edit iite, la, la! 

IX. 

Her Neck has great Grace, after Meat and before; 
Her Legs, but, alas ! I mail mention no more. 
For Decency, lately, has kept me in awe. 
So to fay any more wou'd be, but paw, pazo, pazo^ 


X6 
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SONG CIX. 

A T O A S T. 

.TniiCf'^—Ye Lads who approve. 

When running Life's Race, 

We gallop apace. 
Each ilrives to be firA at the Poft ; 

Mount Hope with Catch- weights. 

For Gamers Give-and-Take Plates, 
And pray what is Fame but— a Toafi ? 

II. 

The Tafte of our days 

Is poaching for praife, 
All Men of their Services boaH ; 

The Ladies by Drefs, 

I'he fame ardour exprefs. 
Each wou'd if ihe cou'd be — a Toafi. 

IIL 

Bpth Sexes agrees 

Over Wine to be frpe. 
For Freedom's an Englifhman's boaH ; 

As freely we think. 

So as freely we drink. 
And a Sentiment give , — for a Toafl* 

IV. 

What is Life, prithee fay. 

But a Glafs and away, 
While Health is our ruddy-fac'd Hoft ? 

But when we abufe him. 

We're certain to lofe him. 
By taking too much of— a Todft. 
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V. 

Thefe Common-place Rhimet 

Suit Common-place Times, 
Who now can of Genius boaft ? -- . 

Why, really, I think 

'Tis a Science to drink, 
And thece'a.Genias in giving"^ a Toafi^r 

VI. 

Even Politics fail, 

•Altercation grows ftale, 
Of what now can either fide boall ? 

No matter to us, ■ ^ . , 

All their Farce and their Fnfs, • 
Deferves not the name of^-*^a Toaftt 

VII. • ' '''' 

The Riots and Routs 
Of the Ins and the Outs, 
Is only a newfpaper roaft; 

Of Cricket I fitig, y. ■'- ;."'/' 
' In and Out there's the' thin|fV ' ' ' 

And there Til attempt — n new^ToaJt, 

VIII. 

« 

May our Innings be long. 

May o"ur bowling ibe ftrong, 
MiddlC'-wicket I chufe for my poft; 

Come, bumper away, 

'Twijct the Stumps your Balls play, 
A^d win the Game Love^^th^Lt's the Toafi, 
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SONG ex. 

T H E WO R L D. 

TanCy-p-TH^ Schemes tf^my Sac I alitor and abjute. 

I. 

The World, and its Works, whkh we^icve to forfake^ 

Are good or bad, juft as we hk or miftake ; 

We write and we wrangle, make pfuties and .plan. 

As wife when we. finifit a^ ^lien we begim ; 

So let us langh on, to be iferioos Is ^ad, . . 

A Man in his Senfes woa*d now be thought mad» 

II. 

Cur Senfes are bubbles in Vanities Fair, 

And Men-children iillily make a fl^w there ; 

Each mounting his hobl^-Jiorfe ftarts for the race. 

Experts Admiration, but ends in Difgrace ; 

For fo Diffipation our training has fcheem'd. 

The more we're look'd into, the lefs weVc cfteem'd. 

Behold the Booth's Shew-xloth to'dmifr the troud in. 
The Ruftics are wrinkrd with open-niOuth grin. 
Each Mufde*s in motion at Andrew*s grimace. 
Who tickles the throng 'till they pufh in for place ; 
Pray tell me what more is the World's prefent plan. 
Than places to get in, and pufli who pufh can. 
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IV. 

The ihirtiefs antrowzer'd Philofophers Sslwm, 
Once obfolete Reafon pretended were Laws; 
Bat InJhinB tara'd Rebel, fo InfiinSi was try*d. 
The PaJJions were Jurors, Not Guilty! diey ay Mi 
Keep Sapience in fchools. Folly now is the mode, 
Truth*s ways want repairing, I'll ride the new Road* 

V. 

My Bottle's my Hunter, I mount with a Song, 
And tit-up about like a Sunday-hack throng. 
Each raifes his Portion of Duft forthe day. 
And he who's a Buck here will duft it away. 
We'll laugh at the Daft which ia made a|>out Towft^ 
And up with our Bruibers, to bruih the Duft dowa» 


SONG CXI. 

BEEFAND A BUMPER* 

Tune^'^Accept of my Ditty xoithout finding faults 

J^ET thofe who have nothing to do but to hear^ 
And thofe who have nothing to do but to fneer. 

Glean Scandal from ln{amy*% flobble ; I 

Praifc is but a vapour, and Ccnfurc the fame, \ 

Go aik of Philofophers xohat they call Fame ? i 

'Tis AngUce, Vanity's Bubble* i 
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u. 

This /crMlingf this pen-and-inh-itch is a crime» 
Yet Heaven forgive each fimple Sinner in Rkime, 

Condemn'd to the pennance of Thinking ; 
For what are all Similes to a Sirloin ? 
The flowing of Fountains to filling of Wine ? 

Huzza, for good eating and drinking. 

III. 
The Sapphics fo foft, the Pindarics fo rare. 
The Epicst lawMcsy and fach fort of fare. 

With many more names that are harder ; 
To- Turtle, what fignifies Tytire tu f 
With Claflics I beg yoo'll have nothing to do, 
« Bat ftudy the ftile of a Larder. 

IV.' 
Pamaffus and Pegafus, cold Hypocreru, 

Are words which I warrant give fchool-boys the fpleen ; 

And as to the Pedant Apollo, 
Let him take his SnufF, let his Sifters drink Tea, 
No Coxcombs I want, iir, no Old Maids for me> 

Bnt Bacchus and Venus Til follow. 

V. 

The Choice Spirit Horace coropos'd Lyric Verft, ' 
Catullus and Ovid good Scholars rehearfe. 

Cap, fcan 'em, and conjugate clever ; 
My Sentiments are for a Sentiment Toajt, 
And Synt&x aboliih for bak*d, hoiVd, and roaft^ 

So BEEF and a BUMPER for ever ! 


' 
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SONG CXII. 

« 

S .P R ' I N G. 

Look round, my Love ! how chang'd the Scene, 

So late white o'er with Snow ; 
Now 'ray'd in flow'r enamell'd green. 

How rich the meadows {hew ? 

»■ • - St 

r 
■ * I • . ' 

IL 

Thfe Suni crea^ve pdw'r refunifcl. 

And warms the breezy air ; 
The burftiog buds expand their blooQU^ . ' 

While birds their nefts prepare* 

The Herds and Flocks on herbage fiped, 

;Swe^t Spring renews its pride ; 
The Ice-bound Streams from fetters freed. 

Now tinkling, roll their tide. \ 

On leaflefs^l^ughf iip^,candy'd froft 

In icycles appears; 
But as in grief, for Winter loft, 

Di^olving into tears. 


:j/. 
.-»' 


'' ' "I '1 ■ f ' • 


T . > 


/ 

Thus fordid fenfelefs Hum$n Kind 

Bat mere cxiftence proves ., j 2.- 

•Till Beauty'« Sunlhine opc's the Mihd, 
And meitt the Mafs to Love. 
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VI. 

For rpile of Wealth, ot Power's controii!. 

Or all the Wife can fay, 
'Till Woman warftn the'ffozen Ibal, 

We are bot Clods of Clay. 


SONG cxur. 

THE .WONDER. 

Tumi ^Sinct Life's Jnot ^ Jcfi. 

A Wonder! a Wonder! a Wonder Pll (hew, 
You'll wonder indeed when (his Wonder you know. 
We are wonderfolhigh, atfd as wonderful low. 

' WHith nobody tan deny. 

^ ** 111 ... 

We always arc wond'ring at ev'ry thing new. 

The good things we wonder 'sftiich people do, 

*Tis a Wonder indeed iF fadi wdiidei^-'We'tt-ne.' "^ ^ ^ 

in. 

Some wonderful folks m^lce a wonderful rout. 
While fome blunder in, other'folks blunder oot» 
We wonder what Blunderers dn be about* 

IV. " • - .• 

One Side fays the Times are & good they are g^d ;; 
The Times, fays the odier fide, ne'er were fo bad i 
No Wonder if this Side or that :8ide is aiad; 
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V. 
For the Times, I fome I'atriot Changed prbpofe,— - 
That our Taxes be lefs, and we wear plainer cloftlhs|. 
And that ev'ry wearer may pay what he owes* 

VI. 

Imprimis, — re.dedl on the Taxes on Wheels, 

On Cards, and tlie Claret we wafte at our meals y 

Thefe grievances both Parties equally feels. 

To be furc we muft own it Is curfed provoking. 
To fee how fome people their vices are cloaking. 
While Virtue — but, neighbours, don't think I am joking* 

vm: ' 

For my Grandfather faid, and his name is rever^d^ 
TharHb Father's Father had oftentimes heard. 
How Virtue, when he was a fchool-boy, appeared. 

IX. 

She fled without leaving behind her dlrefUons, 
'Twas in vain, (he obferv'd, to oppofe fuch coni^e^cion^ 

uckoldomsy Cards, and Ele^on^* { 

X. 

You may think me fevere, hot indeed yoa tiiinic wrpngf 

I promis'd a Wonder at firft m my Song, 

And the Wonder is— -How coa'd ybn Men fo long ^ 

Whkh noioify eatk dcny%f 
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SONG CXIV. 

• ♦ ■ 

1^ H E P A R A D E, 

Tunc,— W^t/tf others Jifiot by pompous Phrafe* 

JLiET ^ofe attend who feck the duMce, 
Here, independent, we rejoice; 
We look, we like, we meetj we part. 
As Inftinft prompts the feeling heart. 
While many Groups tnifcaU'd the great. 

Surrounded by infipid State, 

the Health of Peace abofe. 
In Party's tumult, Pomp's fatigue, 
Placer Popularity's Intrigue, 

Life'i focial fcenei they lofe. 

II. 
The Danglers at a Birth^ight'j glare, 
As Toyfliop Figures, finery wear, 
Oke winnow'd chaff Ihift to and fro, 
In all the fufs and farce of fhew ; 
As flies to Sunlhine fpread their wingi. 
So up and down thefe idle things, 

In courtly Sunbeamt play. 
The "Nobles fmile to fee the traiih 
Wjucb, with a blulh, they muft maintain, 

To garnifh Grandeur's day, 

III, 
Daughters of Dignity and Grace, 
Ye high-bred Dames of haughty Race, 
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What think yon, *midll your di'mond btaze^ 
Yoar crouded Routs, and Gala d^ys ? 
Tho' fordid Flattery's fervile grin 
Extols your forms, is all within 

Fit for Contentment's dome ? 
Sifters of Faihion laugh and love, 
Tho' round you- all the Graces move, 

Yet how ar^ things at Home ? 

IV. 

Your ftucco'd Cielings, Plate embofs'd. 
Your Carpets, Robes, and beds of coil. 
Where Gold and Silver Cupids wove. 
Exhibit artificial Love. — 
Can Down, or fring'd Embroidery's art, 
AiFe£lion win or warm the Heart, 

Or (Irengthen Vigour'* (lores? 
Perhaps, 'midfl* all the waftc of Pride, 
The Fribble yawns at Beauty's fide. 

Or fottiih HtiA>and fnores. 

' V. ■ ' • " 

While we, as marry'd folksr fhon^d do. 
On neat unvarnifhM Love fall to. 
Satiety ne'er bid us roam. 
We find Fruition's feail at home ; 
Beyond all mercenary charms. 
Pure Inclination opes her arms. 

Give C(zfar Cafarh due» 
May Friend/hip fill the manly bteaft, 
And Gratitude be Beauty's gue/l. 

And each to each to be true. 


} 
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SONG CltV, 

THE FRIGHT. 

Tunc, — Ahf Chloe/ tranfporttd, I cry*d^ 

One £v-niog alone id the Grove, 
Mifs fat on the fide of the Green,. 

She wonder'd at what they call Love> 
And what it was marry'd folks mean. 

** All night how I tumble and to(s, 
*< Yet neither want manner nor means ^ 

<< Alas ! muft I live to my Lofs, 
** And wither away in my Teens?" 

11. . 
Young Rhodophil ran up the (lope. 

As if he fome Sport h^d in view ; 
She trembled betwixt Fear and Hope, 

Irrefolute what, (he fliou'd do^ 
She faw him advance to hfir feat. 

She faw him, but cou'd not away ; 
Love iix'd a large weight to hor feet, 

Curiofity told her to fiay« 

IIL 
Defire gave grace to his tongue. 

As Lovers to Lovers will fpeak ; 
Enamour'd, he over her hung. 

Then bow'd down his Lips to her Cheek* 
He knelt, fhe attempted to rife, 

Though 'twas but a feeble cflay ; 
The wildaefs he wore in hb eyes. 

So fcar'd her fhe fainted away« 
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SONG CXVI. 

TIME KILLERS. 

Tune, — Hotofoolijh weak Women beUcvCn 

How weak is the Wifdom of Man ? 

How fooliih the fancy of Tafle ? 
Admitting that Life's but a Span, 

That Span muft we wantonly wafle ? 
About we diflTatisfy'd move» 

And ramble from climate to clime^ 
Yet neither enjoy nor improve. 

But only, alas! to kill Time. 

ir, 

. Ye Hufbands, rafh Dupes to Excefs, 

Pretend to live damn'd honeft lives^ 
Ingrates to the good ye poflefs, 
^ You abufe both your Time and your WIvcSt 
At midnight inebriate reel, 

A prey to foul ProfHtute's lure, 
O ! think what Afie^ion muft feel. 

What delicate Wives may endure ! 

III. 

The Gun-loaded 'Squire will toil 

All day with keen Induftry's Care, 
InceiTantly anxious to fpoil. 

The innocent Tenants of Air. 
Or after the Fox burfts away. 

Swift down the wind gallops along ; 
The Mifchiefs that chance in the Day, 

At Night furniih Fun for a Song. 
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IV. 

At Toilets how Beauties appear. 

Like Fowler's they arm and take aim ; 
High chargM with Curls, tier over tier. 

And animal Man is their Game. 
Sometimes with lefs dangerous arts 

The Fair, diflipations purfue. 
If Trifles did not take their parts, 

With horrid Time what cou'd they do ? 

V. 

When fine Women do as they pleafe> 
They hear not the Nurfcry's din ; 

No Hufband's abfurdities teize, 
. They fly fuch dull Scences to cut in. 

Dear Bragg, Hazard, Loo, and Quadrille, 
Delightful ! extatic ! immenfe ! 

With them each Refleftion they kill, 
Antt efcape all* the trouble of Senfe. 

VL 

Yet, Lovelies, before 'tis too late. 

While yet the pulfe beats in its prime, 
Confider that wrinkles await. 

And make up your Quarrel with Time. 
Before 'tis too late, fo will we — 

Too long Pve your patience be-rhim'd. 
With Time may we henceforth agree. 

And henceforth all things be well-tim'd. 
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SONG cxvn. 

THE FUNERAL. 

Tfine,*^Come ye careUfs^ come and hear mc. 

0££ the Pall-fupporting Bearers, 

All in Undertaker's (hew ; 
See the train of Sable-wearers, 

A£Ung eVry Mode of woe. 
Silent crouds the fpot forrounding, 

Caird the Grand Receiver's Domej 
Difmal tolling Tenor foimdingy 

Fellow Mortals follow Home. 

n. 

Lid ! oh ViA ! ye State Declaimers, 

On whofe words the many dwell ; 
Place-beftowingy Patriot-tameri, 

Hark ! oh hark ! 'tis Grandeur's Knell. 
Heralds loud proclaim the Honours 

Which this once puifTant pail ; 
Tell his Titles, count his Manors, 

Lord of only this at lafl. 

III. 
View the Tomb with Sculpture fplendid ; 

View the Sod. with Briars bound ; 
There the Farce of Finery's ended ; 
All are equal under ground.-^ 
. Fajhions there, there Envyh banifh'd ; 
Beauties there can't plead their forms ; 
There Precedencies are vanifh'd, 
0;£als ALL to odious worms. 

t 
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IV. 

"Wife folks» weak ooes, poor, and wealtiiy» 

Tenant unremitting Graves ; 
Hangbty, hninble, fide, and Wealthy, 

Britons fons^ and Afian (laves. 
Gloom no more the brow with forrow. 

Meet the moment, come what may ;, 
If we're all to dje To-morrow, 

Let us live, my Lads, To-day. 

V. 

We'll not lavifh. life's expences. 

Nor be Niggards whea. we pay t 
Let us pleafe, not pall our Senfes, 

This is Reafon'« holiday. 
Here to Dunces bid defiance ; 

AflTedations difapprove ; 
Herc'^ my Toaft,— TAe grand Alliance, 

Friendship, Frbedom, Wit, and Lov 


t ■ 


» ■ 


SONG CXVIII. 

THE COBLER OF CRIPPLEGATE. 

Txinc^Had pretty ^if^ ^^^ ^^ ^ Dancing-School bred. 

L 
T H O' a Cohltr is call'd but a low occupation. 
The prafticc of cobbling is come into fafhion, 
From me up to thofe who wou'd cobble the nation. 
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H. 

Some fay that Old England wants ked-piecing,^^tmei 

Our Coantiy is trod upon like an old Skot^ 

And may Hedrpkces wantyW-^ye* and Headrpieocs tioo* 

III. 

One, vamping cm eld Conftitotion pretends. 
And turn and tranflateit to ferve felf and friendr, 
AH this ia but botching to ferve their own Ends. 

IV. 

Each Roof in this liland widi Lijberty rii^s. 

The good of their Country each Party- man fings. 

The Senfe of that Phrafe is,— My Country's good Thing*. 

V. 

If I, but how ihou'd I the State have a hand in ? 
Good fouls Vd be picking, the bad be difbanding. 
And then we fhou'd come to a right underftanding* 

VI. 

AgslnSt Want the cunning man wifely provides ; 
A Storm- fhunning ihepherd beneath a buih hides ; 
So as the Times change we are fure to change Sides. 

VII. 

With my Azol in my hand Pll Old England defend. 
Giving room to my betters whoVe much room to raepd • 
May they ibon become better, or foon have an End, 

VIII. 

To thofe who are heedlefs what here may mifhap. 
Their hearts are as hard as the Ston^ in my Lap^ 
They're taking their fwing, woa'd their fwing was my Strap i 

L 2 
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IX. 

I begin to wax warm, fo I'll clofe up my /earn. 
Or elfe I cou*d hammer out fuch a fine Theme, 
It was about fomething I faw'd in a dream. 

X. 

To my Loft I am come, and that fliall not laft long; 

So this i^ the laft of a poor Cobler's Song, — 

May They now be right who till now have been wrong. 


SONG CXIX. 

MUM. 

Tunc, — Yc Medley of Mortals. 

IE Goflips who blab out the fecrets of State, 
Ye Tell-tales who over the tea-tables prate. 
Ye Boafters of Favours from Beauties o'ercome. 
Be wifer poor Prattlers, henceforward be mum. 

Sing tantarardra mum alL 

jr. 

Ye Wives who have Hufbands negleding their duties. 
That time give the Bottle that's due to your beauties ; 
Would you cure them? take care when in drink they 

reel home. 
To reteive them with fmiles, and refolve to be mum. 

III. 
It is good to hold fail, to hold much, or hold long ; 
But the bell hold of all is the holding your Tongae ; 
Tho' Wics by their words good companions become. 
Can they get half fo much as the Man who is mum ? 
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IV. 

The Servant who flily keeps filent will rife ; 
His ears he muft doubt, nor give faith to his eyes ; 
AQl the fine Waiting-maid how ihe rich coa'd becoine« 
^he will cortfy, and anfwer, — bccaufc I uias mum. 

V • .' « , . 

But enough has been Taidy and enough has been Tung, 
Remember, dear friends, keep good watch o'er your 

Tongue ; 
I have no more to fay, to an end I am come. 
My Rhymes are all out, I muft henceforth be mum. • 

Sing tantararara mum all. 


S O N O CXX. 

THE PARENT. 

Tuxkt^^^Away mth the Strife, the Uproar of State. 

A Fond FaiherS blifs ia to number U^ race. 
And exult on the bloom that juft bads on their fac^i 
With their prattle he'll daily himfelf entertain. 
And read in their fmiles* their lov'd mother again. 
Men of pleafore be mute, this ia Life's lovely view | 
When we look on our yoan|; onea our youth we renew* 

n. 

Thus living we love, and thus loving enjoy; 
No Deceit here diibrafb, no Debauches defiroy | 
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From the May-mom of Youth unto Winter's white age. 
Hand in hand,^ with coateatment, we fiiig thro' Life*s ftage ; 
When Deitk bids us flop we end eaiy ooi- Song, 
And give die Gods thaoks than we'?e liv'd well lb long. 


SONG CXXI: 

HE HUM. 

Tvne,^Pufi ahm the brijk BmU 

Push about the brilk Bowl, 'twill enliven the heart. 
While thus we Jit mond on th^» <> Stwf ! 

What bttfinefs have I an old Song to impart, 
Whenly fivs, a new one tan fry, can;fry^ 

When I, £rs, a new one fay* 

' ■ ■ ' ' ir. * " .^ 

What ihall I fiift. fiV, OK what fiMdK I flrft dg ? 

V^]^ }fitik wtil say bod vdee beeome \ 
Why faith, ftst* I-U ftr(v# b$r my vvte tOr iiiaw» 

That .Ui» is, tim]t \m a Mvm. 

III. 

Children weep at their birth, and old men when they dye^ 

At Death the moft happy ibok glum ; 
At our Entrantei sind Exit we equiaffy cay. 

Which f>mve» dur life's pisMy a Ham. 
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IV. 
Law and Phyfic you fise will make Aire i>f the feCi 

What advice to you gratis will come ? 
If poor you are left> tho^ merit you boaft. 

For Worth without Wealth is a Hum. 

* 

■ V- 

Acquaintance petoAd thM yout^fortuhes they^l mend* 

And vow to you# (htie^ tkey ^U eome ; 
fiut be yoiiki fiMd* aifd you'll iuid that indeed, 

Modem Friosdihip. i» merely a Hum. 

VI. 
When fome Lftdir» ktteeU ImaU devotion they feeU 

(Bat let us be moddkwd mum) 
At Ui« attar toy hm^t but 'itl only Ar ftew» 

Religion widv tkem i» a Awk • > 

VIL 
We are AiPii*rf from, our Iiirth^ *ttll weVa AiimM intd eftrdl» 

To an end of ov jokes diea we comet. 
Take your Q1\A% my htMk l^rather, and PU take another, 
And thus maki tke^nMitof e i&MM, a i&«u 

And let'e make the moft of a Hum* 


L4 
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SONG CXXII. 

S E L F. 

TiUktt^^I met mth a Maiden one day at the Fair. 

Says I to my Totor, fir» what ihaU I do. 

Shall I think to accomolate pelf? 
Or Leamingy or Gloiy* which muft I parfoe ? 

Converfe, quoth the Pot, mthyourfelf. 

Myfelf I addnfs'd, but Self feem'd in a YxaS, 

Replying, we nt'inrjhedl agree. 
For Drinking and Cards, Fclfy, ShamCf and fnch ftufV 

Had chaig'd all their Odiusu on me. 

IIL 

Jfan ejt foBum, fays I, and re^v'd to be try'd. 

Conceit bid me hope for fome fport ; 
To Seffions 1 ran, I had Laugh on my fide. 

Intending to ham the whole Court* 

^ IV. 

Bat RefleEUon, a wretch who had no bas'nefs there. 

Nor Memory, yet wou'd come in ; 
Repentance bid Pleajure defcend from the Chair, 

And order'd the Caofe to begin. 

V. 

I begg'd a permiifion to call in my friendf 
To fupport the defence I ihoa'd make ; 

Quoth Self as to Friendfhip he ferv'd his own tads. 
And only did things for my fake. 


> 


VI. . 

For his Miftreft in Gaiety I wa» maintainMt . 

For me he a Madman has prov'd; 
Tho' he may to hundreds aiFe^on have feignM^ 

Yet me, and me onl/ he lov'd. 

VII. 

Zn a pet I refolv'd not a Withers to caU» 

The general Iffue my Plea ; 
But challenge the Courts Judge and Jury> and all. 

That they were as guilty as me* 

vm. . 

'Tis the Loadftone of Life» to that point the world tumsy 

For Man is a miierly elf. 
Who cries and laughs^ loves and hates, flatters and fcoms» 

As intere/l adls upon Self* 

IX. 

But not) Pjft awake-^l that Logic, deny » 

Which proves Self the ruler of Man ; 
To a Heart that can feel^ weeping Beauty 'apply> 

Let him think then of Self if he can. 

* X. 
'Till Woman has civiliz'd favage mankind^ 

We cannot fufceptible prove i 
But when her perfe^Ons have beamM on our mind 

We're brightened to Wifdom and Love. 

XL 

Ye Scoffers begone, ye ridiculous bafe — 

To Gratitude firft be my Toaft ) 
May Merit meet always with Friendjhiph embracfi 

And each in the other be loft. 
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s o N o cxxm. 
THE POINT. 

Taae, ^ItM teH ycm, ttfkat. Friend. 

Since atlaftlam PRBE, 

Contented Pll be. 
O'er briars barefooted to go ; 

Or loft in the rain, 

Upon SaFfbury Plain, 
Or left with without clothes in the fnow. 

IL 
- Or if I ikoif d perch 

On top of Paul*s Chnrch, 
Tfht hotted dOLj^ jaft about noon, 

Aftride the croft fat, 

"Without hood, or hat, 
Pd whiille qS pan with a Tunew 

IIL 
. For now I am frbb. 

No low fftirits for me, 
I laugh at all Crofies I £nd ; 

1 think as J pjeafe. 

And reded at my eafe. 
For Liberty lies in the mind. 

IV. • 
To my Fancy I live. 

And what Fancy c^ give, 
I enjoy, tho' it is but a dream $ 

Obferve the world through. 

Do others purfiie 
Ought elfe than a fandfbl fdielne f ' -.^ r 5 


.V* -' «; ', 
Some fancy the Court, 

' Some hokcy Field-fporl, 

Tlie Chace of a Beauty fome chofe; . 

The Topers with Wine, 

The Mi&rs with Coio^ 
And Poets aM!e.p}fas'd wi^h cheii Mult.. 

VL • 
La Manck^i mwi £night» 
. With Wind-^lls woa'd fighU 
lihe him our. attempts aare a jeft; 
With eii^y infaae. 
And with prc9«£is fo vain. 
Each fneers at the fch^mes of the reft. 

This Extrav^ancy 

On Folly or Fancy, 
Appears M be rather too long ; 

Wkh AMfiething that^s fhrewd, 

I '$fiSk to conclude, 
And xn^die this an Epigram Song. 

VIIL 

In a Point it mnft end. 

On a Point I depend. 
And ]ike a ft^unch Pointer Til ftand; 

I appoint yon to fing, 

I appoint yon to ring. 
And a Scotch Pint at Claret command. 


< «• <• 
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SONG CXXIV. 

TOM O' BEDLAM. 

Tvaktf^^Yaung Jockey he courted fweet Mogg the Brunette* 

1j Are-foot and Head- bare, hisBlaiiket tight ikewer'd, 

Tom 0* Bedtdm paraded/ ert€t as my Lord ; 

The Boys kft their play, by his raggednefs fcar'dy 

The Mob pity ftruck, at his mifely fbur'd. 

Girls laugh'd, and the Fops, falhbn*fbrm'd for the day. 

Shrill fcreaming, on tiptoe flole trembling aWay ; ; 

While Infants crept dofe, in their mothers arms hid, 

Tom^ Beauty-like moY'd,. heedleis what harm. he did* 

II. 
Whereas the Devils quoth Tom, zuhere^s the' Devil I fay? 
Good folks have you not fun the Devil t.o fay ? 
A Brother, juft cur'd, crics-^" Where Old Nick does dwell, 
•• Come hither, I'll (hew you j — look, there is his.Hell. 
«< Behold thofe round Pillars with Raiii's4ioms on top, 
" A Palace fome call it, I fay 'tis his Shop. 
•« Attendance^ Dependancet there move romd .and. round, 
•« And whfre fuch a Dance is, the Damn'd mull be found. 

ft 

IIL. 
•« The Fiend of Revenge this vile torment made out, 
«< 'Twixt Hope and Dejpair, to hang foub up in doubt. 
** ExpeQatian indeed may fill Vanityh head, 
*' Bat poor mull we live when by Promifes fed. 
•' I honour the Greats who dace greatly behave, 
•' I dijfeni not from Picqtu, nor ajent as a Slave, 
«* For Englijhnun fcom bafe-earn 'd bread to receive," 
Such a damned life, quoth Tom, I'U be damn'd if I live. 
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- . iv. 

That moment a Methodift, came to the place. 

Hair tack'd behind ears, and Zeal's cant on his face ; 

He threatened, he groan'd, he grimac'd, and he whin'dy 

The Mad Fellows mounted and feiz'd him behind* 

The Mttititade queftion'd why ht was us'dthus ; 

He has broke out> ^o^h T(7m»— he's« yoa fee, one of ns* 

To their Hofpital dragg'd him, he there was anloos'd> 

Tom cry'd ogt— ^^ Bedlam is Madne/s refused ? 

V. ' 

His Comate reply'd — Brother Tom do not fret. 
The World only works now for what it can get ; 
Such fad obje£ls as we are, it cares not about ; . 
What h^ Intereft to do, with us two. In" or out ? 
But this a Decoy Duck, who brings in great gains, 
And tunnels his hearers by turning their brains. 
If he's ftopp'd, folks will follow fome mifcl^ief as bad^ 
For one way or other the World will be mdd. 

VI.' ' 

Here's a Bumpef, my Boys, — May we fHII find the way, 
*• To fpeak what we know, and to know what we fay.'*' 
Ye big Wigs of Qrcjham ibme Noftnm compound. 
To keep dt^r Htads clear and preferve oar Hearts found* 
May GruAntfs and Goodnefs as partners agree. 
May our fons, like ourfelves, focial fing— we are fkee! 
Aiid may we, felf confcious, prefumption dcfpife. 
Nor e'er be fo mad as to think ourfelves mfe. 


C 430 ] 

S O N O CXXV. 

S £ M £ L £. 

TvMt,^'^ Han^ wkimng and pining iaj^ hold ff 

y0ewr Clqfi^ 

£Xtingmfh the candles, give Phcthu fair play^ ' 
The (hatters unbolt, let ns honour the <tay ; 
My Lady Lucina we*ve drove from her poft, 
The Son fhines upon us, we'll give him a Toaft. 

IL 
Says Caution^ the neighbours are paffing along, 
They 'llf look thro' the (alhes, and tell us we^re wrong : 
Remonftrancc avaust-^what is all they can fay ? 
But tkat all night they (lept, whilfi tue drank it away. 

III. 
Ye Tutors, DirpBlett, ye dignify'd PoOorsy . 
Ye Majors, ye Minors, witb^ Prebends and I^rodors^ 
What Semfe is jx% prithee, which tells us to think, . 
When all our feven Senfes declare we ihouM drink ? 

.. IV. 
Our Patron Is BaccJmSi and jfc^ waa his Sirei 
He was bora in a Biirft of Celeftial Fixe; ' 
J/Ummn begg'd the God wou'd come worthy h(er charms. 
The Lightning of Love prov'd too much for her Arms* 

From her, in a moment, the Baby was fnatch'd^ 
And into a Buck by Nurfe Jupiter hatch'd ; , 
Th' Immortal to expiate SemeU's Rape, 
Beftow'd on hit^ Foundling the Gift of the Grape. 
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VI. 

Ye liOve-fick who live on the Shine of atf eye. 
The Red of a Chtek, or the Tone of a Sigh ; . 
Impreis'd by the Smiles or the Frowns of a Fair, 
As Weather-glafs ihewa Variations of Air i^ 

VIL , , 

In Country or Town yoa have feen, without dottbt, 
A Dancing-Beat led by a ring in his ftiotit. 
While Pug plays his tricks if you Ihcw him fome fruity 
Thefe Emblems^ ye Ladies^ wiH moft Lovers fuit* 

VIII. 
If Girls wom^t a>mpty why we never mn mad. 
But away to the next, 'as enough may be had ; . 
If again we're rq)n&'d, we ne'er kdxkg, nor deipair. 
But in Wine comfort feek, we axe fore of it there. 

IX. 

Draw your Bows ye Crochetti in Mufic's defence. 
With Sound I'm for havs^ a pol-don oS Sen/i j 
Give me a Bell's Tinkle, ^fai Landford's Roar, 
With a good Fellow's Bellow,— Briwigf Jix B^ttUs mere. 

X. 

Six Bottles ! we*U have thexh, and bumper aw«y. 
We've drank up the Night, and We'll drink down the Day; 
Here's their Healths who to Wine and their Words \^ill 

bejuft, 
JIeu*s the Girl that we lovf, and the Friend we can truft. 
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SONG CXXVI. 

CONTENTMENT. 

« 

Tune^ — Kr NohUs who hurry thro* ev^ry gay Tail. 

X H £ Poachers for Fortune who Damiels enfnare^ 

With Drefs and AddreiTea deceive ; 
To LaiTes of Wealth how thofe Mifcreants fwear» 
And, alas I how the LsSk% believe. 

IL 
Nay» foiQe Ladies ieem to «xpe& being loft. 

They troft whom they know are forfwora ; 
They iiften to him who hat niin'd the moily 

And hope to be roin'd in torn.. 

Can this be believM ?— no !-^the Song-maker jokes, 

'Tis the tale of a flaodetpas crew ; 
A Sigh l-*theh I fear that there may be fome folks 

Who are forry to fay it is true. 

VI. 
But when Love for Love is received on each fide. 

How Tendernefs fmiles on the pair ; 
This» this is a. triumph, and this is my pride, 

I enjoy focK a favourite Fair. 

V. 
No Paint on her Face,-*no Art in her Mind, 

Her Thoughts are explained by her Eyes; 
From PrincipU faithful, from Gratitude kind, 

And fcoms the Deceit of Difguiie* 
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VI. 

All along on the Slope, by the fide of a ftream, 

Ouf hours we happily pafs ; 
My Head on her Lap, while my Love is her Theme, 

And my Looks I lift up to my Lafs. 

VII. 
^DJoying the Breeze from the fields of new hay» • 

We gather the Summer's fweet pride ; 
Or point to the Brook wher^ tbefmall Fifhes play^. 

And count them beneath the clear tide. 

VIU. 
In Rooms rich embeiliih'd with Luxury's Store, 

Let wealth-pamper'd Indolence yawn ; 
Let Wantonnefa a6i her deliriums o'er, 

^TiUDupes to her dungeon are drawn. . , 

Let common- place Fondnefs her blandiihments fpread, 

And tempt by the Toilet's parade ; 
The Squeeze* the foft Sigh^ wanton Glanccf ^ and fly Tread> 

Are Pantomime Tricks of her Trade. 

X. 

I have try'd, and can tell,— I have froKck'd tfway. 

And follow'd the fa(hion of Fun ; 
T&e fame Farce have afted that's play'd at this day. 

And while Ae World wheels will be done^ 
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SONG cxxvn. 

( 

GIVE THE DEVIL HIS DUE. 

Tone,*— T<> take in good fart the /oft Squeeze, (3c. 

1 HERB is one thtttg, my Fricmdcv I mo/k tikt to jWp 
*Tis, Give to Old Nick what to Qid Hick is due ; 
What hi owes lo «5^ t can venture to i^)s 
Like a Daemoa of Rank, apMi Himour he'll pay. 

n. 

Tho* yoa iin9e at mjr Syftem^ and fneer at my Song» 
His Worihip*t alTowM to be Prince of Bon ftmi' 
Now thui liei the baahi^i firi» ai we^re poHtCi ' 
And praOife geodrMAherf» pnty vHHat ir hit Aiglijl ) 

Iff. 
TAe DeoU is tttj^^^M phrafc didfT-oe'dP, 
Yet oft» by fuch kitgtrage» the Devil's abtiaM. 
d'hd^ lbQieKellow*H^t5 may havemtidi rbom'toijparey 
The Devil him&lf wott'd not-diuft to-dwcH there. ' 

IV. 
Some Pnopk aftft with this WoirM t(^ be fidci 
And give themfelves ap in a pet to <Md Nkk 1 
Devil Jitch me / they cry, but if Satan they knewy 
His Hono%i¥ has' aiadk beoer bus^nefi (D- dt*- 

V. 
Tho* of Darknefs he's King, he's a Prince of the Air, 
And with his Infernaljhip we fhou'd deal fair; 
The chearfal Day^s rul'd by the ^n^^/ of Light, 
And the DevU (Lord blefs as !) is Monarch q( Night. 
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VI. 

His torturing, fpkits around him await. 

As Watchmen attend on the Conflable's flate ; 

Thoie Imps of Aathority fall/ in fhoals. 

And pennylefs Strumpets drag in as damn'd Souls. 

. Yll. 
The Hell apoa Eardi> and Li&V dev'lifli Ditsatsg 
h PovejFty finning, and feiz'd od for Fses ; 
Deep in Darknefs that Drofs we call Money was bid | 
A proof that the Ufe on't to us was forbid. 

vnr. 

But Pluto^ the Devil's old heathcuiA name, 
firottght it forth from below, as a Vamiih for Shames 
Per/uaficnp TtmptaiUUf attended the GoM». 
'TUl all have been bid kt, and few ase oniUd* 

VL 

We are dev'liihly odd, m a dev'lifli odd Way', 
Since Bribr as Bribe can, theie's ihi Dml to fdy^ % 
The Devil of Party makes, diftmable roae, 
Tho' the Z>m/ a;^ bit oan- we ten whatabovfc^ ' ' * 

X, 

May Satan feize thofe who by purchafe deceive ;, 
May thef take the fame Road who^ fuch thifigs receive; 
•Bat may we pncferve hoi? esT Men, tho* they're few j 
Export aUf die feilri ^ -give fke DevU his Ihiek 
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PRESENT TASTE. 

Tiiney*— Xay2 Night, in my Dream, I beheld a hravm La/s* 

wNE day meeting Momus, it was upon 'Change, 
Acoofting the Droll, with— What News? 

By the Foot of Alcides (qaoth he) it is ftrange^ 
That the EngJiJh ihould England abufe. 

As LocuJhSi in fwarms crofs the feas for their prey. 

As Woodcocks firft *fiefhlefs appear. 
So (hoals of imported lUib'rab this day, 
{'Necejity^s Troop) landed here* 

IL 

Not a StroUer front France, not a Vagrant from Rome, 

Not a Swifs with a Marmozet Shew, 
Bat here A)en of Science and Breeding becomey 

Outlandijh Folks ev'ry thing know. 
The Rich will receive them as Flaitery\ Imps, 

Servility grins in their looks, 
And Britijh'kom Artifis arc elbow'd by Pimps, 

By Hair'dre£ers, Dancers, and Cooks* 

ill. 
EngUJh Merit, in vain, may attempt at the lead. 

All the Wit in the world we may wafte ; 

Bat Things from beyond Sea are fure to fi^ceedy 

They hit the high fafhion of Tap. 
To Tajte and to Honour who has not a claim ? 

They are worn without any expence ; 
They are fclf-beftow*d Gifts, they are Egotifts Fame* 

They are Knav'ry and Dunces Defence. 


IV. 

Englijh might be.allow'd in the rude days of yore. 

Such Vulgar s we caant now endure ; 
There is fomething fo foft in the found of Signior, ■ 

And immcnfely polite in Mcjieur. 
How coarfe founds the San»bys ?'— in Merit indeed, 

Thofe Brothers embellifh the age ? 
Can fuch a rude name now as Rooker fucceed ? 

Beiides he belongs to the Stage. 

V. 
AlPs vulgar and horrid^ low, wretched^ and Jlat ; 

Of Us thus the Connoi^ieur fpeaks ; 
But exquifite Jine^ *tis immcnfe^ and all that. 

When he talks about Gothics and Greeks. 
Perhaps my Addfefs a Prefumption may feern. 

Be received by the Rich as a Sneer ; 
But with all You are worth, to be worthy Eileem, 

Do Justice to Genius born here. 


SONG CXXIX, 

NOBODY AND NOTHING^ 

Tune, — Gee - ho Dobbin* 

A StOry, or Song, you have left to my choice. 
For one I've no Humgur, for t'other no Voice j 
In attempting a Tune I like Nobody bawl. 
And as to a Mimic I'm nothing at all. 
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II. 

The wrinkled- cheek Critic, call'd ^Squire Syntaxis, 
Pedantical Speaking wou'd bring into |>ra£tice» 
With Claffical Gabble may wink and may fneer. 
And beg I woa'd make the thing Notfdng appear. 

III. 
For Schoolmailers coigngate derivate &siSp 
I fpeak to be underftoody that is enougk; 
The Phrafe of like Nobody they may condemo* 
Bat as I fing nothing, 'tis nothing to them. 

IV. 

Now as to this Nolody I dare to fay» 

Although we fee Somebody always in play ; 

And fometimes that/oTnething mzy fomehozo be fhewfif 

Yet Nobody only mufb many Things own. 

V. 
The Publick xs pefter'd with xasaxy guy forms, 
like Batterflics, fpringiog from Grubs and from Wonnt; 
Thofe weU'dre/s'd Necejfities daily we view. 
In Nobodyh "b us'n e fs with nctking to do. 

« VI. 
They've nothing to think on, theyVe nothing to fay. 
Nobody'^ all night, and jafl nothing all day; 
At nothing they laogh, and at nothing they cry. 
And Nobody cares how they live or they dye. 

VII. 
•Tis Nobody only can guefs the Game play'd. 
When Noiody*s by, betwixt Ma^br and Maid ; 
Unlefs Indiicretion fhou'd alter their plan. 
Nobody knows nothing 'twixt Miilrefs and Man. 
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VIIL 
The Romp too, TipB grpwn,* unkfs gatker'd aSponic, 
Will fall, the firft ihake, froat weak'ChafUi^'« boughs; 
Dear Captain, ihe whi^crst J^^meba^ Mf'ill hear ot^ * • 
Dear Mi£b -^x^fpofs Ke, there is Nol^e^j near.4]^^ 

IK 
Bat.wlnii Ik's betay'd !by ber Paffioo, to Shame^' 
AndPkmits and <jnirarrdiaas ,begia with their blame; 
Who, IJir ?*^Hat Iftr /^^naf Mommr forbid it, 
JJ 1 am'udth Child, it was No&oj)Y did it. 

X, 

ThQ tread of Gallant by Comoto is heard. 

On tiptoe the Lover from rendezvous icar'd ; 

Whd'.s there f ftarts the Hufbani, *tij Thieves that I heau 

But Wife pats his cheek, and lifps. Nobody / dear. 

XI. 
Any^body may fay, if they pleafe, I am wrong, 
Ev*ry-body find Fault, if they pleafe, with my Song $ 
But careful left fomebody we fhou'd ofFend, 
X with Nothing began, and with Nobody end* 


SONG CXXX. 

WATER, 

Tune, — The big^belly^d Bottle. 

Our Chorus to Bacchus^ to Bacchus we'll raifey 
Long Corks be my Garland inftead of the Bays; 
With Burgundy's Bleflings my Temples anoint. 
And toaft the firft Toper who drank a Half-'pint. 
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II. 

My Song b to Bacchus, the God of the Viiie, 
The Engineer Artift to Ipring Beauty's Mine ; 
Withoat him Wit pinea, and Love languidly fades* 
Cold Water hat kept the Nine Mufes old Maids. 

in. 

Quoth Temperance f Water's the med'dne of healthy 
And Water, qooth Prudence, will win a man wealth i 
Tho' odd it may feem, as the-ftory's not long. 
Once Water help'd Bacchus^ and thus fays the Song* 

IV. 

** It was when his harveft rejoic'd the parch'd Earth, 
•* Beneath die firft Vine, Love on Wit begot Mirths 
, *^ Yet Hate rais*d feme Rebels who broke from his fway* 
'* And, driink with his bounty, deny'd to obey. 

V. 

•* He harnefs'd his Tygers, he marfhall'd his force, 
** 'Silenus was Sutler, Lord Pan led the Horfe ; 
** The Ganges they crofs'd, came in front of the Foe, 
•' And ftruck them all dead, without (biking a blow* 

VI. 
«« *Twas Pan did the feat, cafl them into a fright, 
«* He crept, like a Fox, thro' their camp in the night ; 
<* All the Wine he drew off, while thefe Ignorants fnbr^d, 
<« And into the Bottles foul Ditch Water p.our*d.'* 

VII. 
Each Rebel, next mom, raised the Plaik t6 his head. 
But chill'd the firfl gulp, in an ague*iit fled ; 
Fled trembling, from Monarch to meanefl Mechanic^ 
From hence came the Phrafc, to put Men in a Pariaii^ 
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SONG CXXXL . 

MEDIOCRITY* 

Tone, — Attempt to be happy I hut how can tliat bt f 

IN a neighbourly way, With an honeft man's fame, 

UnofPendingy I hope to fucceed ; 
Attend if yoa pleafe, if yoo're pleas'd with a name. 

Imprimis, let Probity lead* 

^ • n. 

Be careful to keep on Humility*s fide. 

Nor ever lofe Gratitude^s view ; 
Obey not the Envy of Pique nor o£ Pride, 

Nor pi^ftr from Merit its dae. 

III. 
Be alTar'd that EJteem is a noble Eftate,— - 

Let not a fond fmile make yoa proad ; 
Nor rail at Men merely becaufe they are Great,— 

Be not dnp'd by the Roar of a Croud. , 

Shun Flattery*s phrafe, let not Promife allure. 

Nor dangle for Dinners in Tafte ; 
Forget not old Friends, tho' perhaps they are poor. 

Nor make new Acquaintance in hafle. 

V. 

Oh ! fufFer not Intereji, Friendjhip to wean. 

Accept not Servility'^ treat ; 
Nor filently witnefs Iniquity^s fcene. 

But open at once on Deceit. 

M 
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VL 

Remember Yourfdf^ fpare the ihame of your Friend, 

Nbr cany ydar Wit to esiotft ; ' 
With Spirit the Caafe of the Abfent defend, . 

And ihriiik not /odr arm ft^m hijtf^u 

VHr. 
Opprefi not the L0tp» nor be High Peoples Slave^ 

Nor ever defpair or be vaki % ^. . 

However inconfiftent the World ma^ bebair^. 

Mediocrity ever maintain. 

VIII. 
His views let Aminiim extend o*er the Staie» 

Let Avame gluttonite Weakh ; 
No }fed>obs I wifii for» I w^M not be greaty . 

I only aik humbly for Health. 

IX. 

How cheerfaf , in Health, will my latter days pafs, 

Ufieuvy'di uiiciivying live J 
With the Frie&dd I h&vfe proved, and idy faVMtt Lafs» 

And PRACTISE THfipRBCEPTS I GIVB. 


i 
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SONG cxxxn. 

THE SWEETHEARTS. 

Tune, ^-Z)«rry Dewt. 

1. 

Since the WorM is to old» and the Times are fo new» 
And every thing talk'd of except what is trae ; 
Among other ftories my Fable may pafs. 
Of fbor or five Sweethearts who courted a Lafs. 

Deny daatn, ^* 

II. 
The firft was from France, a-la-mode de Paris, 
All fafhion, all feather, bien Monfieur poudrie ; 
He bowM, he took fnaff^, cat a caper, and then 
He bow'd, cut a caper, and took fnoiF agen. 

III. 
A Dutchman advanc'dy— when the Lady he iaw. 
He dropped down his pipe, and he blutter'd out — yaw ; 
With hands hid in pocket, and unpolifli'd leer. 
As frogs fing in courtfhip, fo croak'd oat Mynheer. 

IV. 
From Connaught, itfelf, another Beau came, 
Macfinnin Macgragh Ballinbrough was his name ; 
He bow'd to the Lafs, and he ftar'd at Mounfeer, 
Clapp'd hand on hit fwor'd, and faid, Ahl'-^^^Arrahf 
my DtatI 

M 2 


/ 


V. 

The next a Mefs John, of rank Methodlft Taint, 
Who thonght like a finner, but look'd like a faint, 
Ck>s'd hands, twirl'd his dinmbs, moving mockle his fiice. 
Then tornM ap his eyes as about to fay grace* 

VI. 
A neat Englifh Sailor in holiday ^trini,' 
Who had long lov'd the Lafs, and the Lafs had lov'd him. 
Athwart them all ftept» under arm tofs'd his fwitch, 
SqaarM his hat, opM his poach, gave bis trowfers a hitch. 

VII. • 

He along-fide her fell, and he grappl'd on board. 
She ftnic|c the firft broadiide of kifles he poor'd ; 
Then he tow'd her to chnrch, and as to the lell. 
What afterwards followed is eafily guefi'd* 

Deny dotting €?c. 


SONG cxxxni. 

A LESSON QF LOVE. 

TxxnCp'^Go on ye gay wantons, 0c. &c* 

I. 

1 E Lexicon Critics^ whofe daflical pride. 
Plain fenfe and plain SngliOi, as moderns, deride ; 
Yet Woman, dear Woman ! your minds could improve. 
Turn Students to her, take a Ltjfon of Love. 
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11. 

Ye Ruftics who burft {rojn the arms of embrace^ . 
To Beauty's prefer the rude joys of the chace» 
So favage a practice no more you'll approve. 
When once you have pradlis'd*— a Lefon of Love. 

III. 
At Midnight, ye Topers^ when bump'ring your toad* 
Be careful of who, and to whom 'tis yon boaft ; 
If the tythe of thofe joys you pretend ye cou'd prove» 
Wine wou'd not have power' to wean you from— X^wr* , 

IV. 

Ye Soldiers who mfli thro' the rough-work of war. 
As Statefmen may fcheme, or as Sovereigns jarr. 
Engagements mbre glorious at home ye may prove. 
So fet up your ftandards and. lift under-— Z(?vtf. 

V. 

Ye Bufy in traffic, whofe Cent, per Cent, lives. 
Can eftimate jufUy all worth— -but your Wives : 
While th' Intereils of Trade you fo anxious improve, 
Yott negleft tJuir demands, and are bankrupts txh^Love. 

VI. 

The Life of a Man is Inquietude's reign, - 
Care, dullnefs, fatigue, difappointment and pain ; 
But clafp the fond Female, thofe ills flie'll remove. 
Such Witchcraft has Woman, fuch Magic in^Lovi. 
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SONGTHE LAST; 

E P I L O G U E. 

« 

Tm^,-^LaMva*s Song i% tlu Clia^a. 

h 

1 HE Wits were woiit» in andent times. 
To eilimatc their Age by Rhymes^ 

A Ballad was their Schooling ; 
We Modems may* perhaps be wrong. 

If not likttinftf aljo a Song 

May fit us for our Fooling^ 

Imprimis, there's the Mtn of State, 
Bat, hold ! ni let alone (he Greats 

Left I fliotdd gain n Schooling; 

Since Greatnefs was not form'd for fport, 
Tho' fome fol)es grcatfy mbhe their Court, 

By grtatfyf grtatly Fooling. 

HI. 

We play the Fool, we ad the Wife, 
We bare-fac'd walk, or wear difgaife. 

As Hopes and Fears are rulings 
And yet, with all our deep-laid wiles. 
From J^ohn o* NoKcs to Tom o' Stiks, 

What is it all but Fooling ? 


f 
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IV. 
If Men wUI think, if Men wtU fee. 
That all this Tof-ot not to be. 

Is as we're hot, or cooling; 
To'day on Expedition's wing, 
To'VMrrow off, *tis not the Thing, 

What is the Thing ?«— zuA/ Fooling^ 

V. 
Fool on. Fool on, for Life at beft. 
Is bat half-bred, 'twixt Cry and Jell, 

As Chance, not Reafonh ruling ; 
To Chance we owe our Rights and Wrongs, 
To Chance I dedicate thefe Songs,. 

A Ballad'Maker^s Fooling. 


G. A. S« 
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